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SEA-BROWNIE READER 

PART II 



LETTER TO THE GOOD LITTLE PEOPLE 

Dear Little Friends: 

This little book 
is full of two kinds of stories : 
true stories and Queep stories. 

Everybody likes true stories, 
and all children like Queep stories. 

There is something true in every 
Queep story. 

So you may laugh at one end of it, 
and think at the other end. 

Part One told you this : 

BrownieBen was a house brownie. 
He watched over a boy called Bennie. 
FairyBell watched over Little Bell. 

All the four were great friends. 



You may not know that some good 
brownie watches over every wild boy. 

He tries to keep the boy out of 
harm's way. 

And did you know that a gentle 
fairy lives with every little girl? 

Now, one day the brownie and the 
fairy said to each other : 



^^ Let us be earth children for a 
little while. 

Let us be just like Bennie and Lit- 
tle Bell. 
Then we shall find out two things 

1. How to turn Bennie into a 
house brownie. 

2. How to turn Little Bell into 

a home fairy.^' 
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^^But I should like to keep my 
little wings/' said Fairy Bell. 
^^ Let each of us be a brownie or 
a fairy part of the time. 
Then we can talk to animals.'^ 

^' Yes/' said BrownieBen. 
" But let each of us always be a brownie or 
a fairy in the moonlight. 
Then we can have our fun with other 
brownies and fairies.^' 

Good Little People : 

I hope 
that BrownieBen and Fairy Bell 
will turn you all into true 
house brownies and home fairies, 
before you get to the end of this book. 

Your friends, 

The Sea-Brownies. 



THE PLAYFELLOW 

" A, B, C, tumbledown D, 
The cat's in the cupboard 
And can't see me ! " 

A little girl was singing this 
little song. 

She had hidden herself behind a big 
rock on the shore. 
Above her was a white hill of sand. 
A boy came rolling down this hill. 

^^ Ha I ha ! I see you ! '' cried the 
boy. 

Aw^ay scampered the two children, 
one after the other. 

The stars looked down with their 

twinkling eyes, and watched the fun. 
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The children laughed and shouted. 
One little star twinkled so fast, 
he fell right out of the sky. 

Why were not these two children 
in bed ? 
I will tell you. 
They were not earth children. 

The boy was a house brownie, and 
the girl was a flower fairy. 
Earth children play in the sunshine, 
but brownies and fairies love the 
starlight and the moonshine. 

BrownieBen and FairyBell had 
heard a wonderful story. 

On this very shore, the young 

sea-brownies came to Play School 

under the growing moon ! 
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To-night was the opening of the 
Play School, and BrownieBen and 
Fairy Bell were waiting for it. 

^^ Dearie, I am tired of playing/' 
said BrownieBen, and he sat down 
on a log. 

Suddenly, the log stood up on end, 
and BrownieBen rolled off backward. 
FairyBell laughed till she cried. 

'^ Get up, BrownieBen,^' she said, 
^^ and look at the log. 
It has a funny face at the top.'' 

The two children watched it. 
Little by little, the log turned in- 
to a very tall brownie. 

The very tall brownie looked down 

at BrownieBen. 
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'' Ha ha ! '' he said. 
^^ Did you play me a 
trick ?^^ 



" Excuse me, I took you 
for a log/^ said Brownie- 
Ben. 
'' You look just like one 



Were you asleep on the 
sand ? '' 
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^' Well, yeS; but I am glad you waked 
me. 

It is nearly time to play school/^ 
said the very tall brownie. 



^^ The brownie children are coming 
to-night, and see, there are the 
horns of the new moon ! 
The children will soon be here." 



" Are you the teacher of the brown- 
ies ? '' asked FairyBell. 



^^ Oh no^^^ he answered. 



^^ There is no teacher in a Play School 
I am only their little playfellow. 
Hark ! '' 



The little folks turned to the sea, 

and listened. 
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THE GREAT SEA BELL 

Out at sea, a great bell floated 
on the water. 

The tide was going out, and a little 
breeze rose out of the sea. 

It played softly with the water, 
and the Great Bell began to rock. 
It rose and fell with the waves. 
It rocked upon the tide. 

Par away, the lights of Old Harbor 
were glowing. 
Not a sound was heard. 
The world was asleep. 

Suddenly, the stillness was broken 

by a deep voice. 

It was the voice of the Great Bell. 
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The Great Bell of the Brownie Play 
School was calliflg : 

"Dong! <Iong-ng! 
You hear my song - ng ! 

"Dong! dong-ng! 
Delay is wrong - ng ! " 

" Ah ! here they come ! " said the 
Playfellow. 
" Do you see them ? " 

All along the shore, some little 
black things came creeping. 
11 



Over the sand and rocks, they came 
creeping, creeping. 

^^ Why do they come creeping ? ^' 
asked FairyBell. 

'' Don't they like the Play School?'' 

But BrownieBen laughed. 
^^ Oh yes, they like school; but no 
boys like to go to school. 
Bennie goes creeping, creeping, 
but he comes out leaping, leaping ! '' 

Out at sea, the Great Bell was 
still rocking and calling : 

^^ Dong ! dong - ng ! 
You hear my song - ng ! 

^^ Dong ! dong - ng ! 
Delay is wrong - ng ! " 
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THE OPENING OF THE BROWNIES 

The Great Bell ceased ringing. 
The Little Folks looked about them. 

Why ! where were the Play School 
children ? 
Not one was to be seen. 



"Peep under the rocks," said the 
Playfellow. 
" They are hidden away in dark places.'^ 

The Little Folks ran to the rocks 
by the sea. 

They peeped into the dark holes. 
They found a great many little brown- 
ies curled up. 

14 



L 



" What are they doing in the dark?" 
asked BrownieBen. 

^^ They are putting their hearts in- 
to their lessons," answered the Play- 
fellow. 

'^ I think they are asleep/' said 
FairyBell. 
" Their eyes are shut." 

'^ Perhaps so. 
They are on their way to Dreamland.'' 

The little waves rose and sank 
about the rocks. 
*' Sh !— Sh ! ''—said the water. 



" Now/' whispered the Playfellow^ 
it is tirae to open the brownies." 



tc 



Then, in a very gentle voice, he 

called, 
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And from under the rocks came back 
a soft answer, 

" Hoo ! Hoo ! " 

"You like to be in the dark?" 
whispered the Playfellow, 
"We like to be in the dark," 
whispered the rocks. 

"You love the starlight and the 
moonshine?" 

"We love the starlight and the moon- 
flhine." 
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" You all feel well and happy ? ^' 
^^ We all feel well and happy /^ 

^^ Would you pinch anybody ? Oh, no ! ^' 
" Would we pinch anybody ? Oh, no ! ^^ 

^^You brownies are merry, good fel- 
lows/^ cried the Playfellow. 
'^ We brownies are merry, good fellows,^^ 
cried the rocks. 

"You have every one of your les- 
sons by heart ? ^^ • 

^' We have every one of our lessons by 
heart." 

" Ha ha ! You love to come to Play 
School ? " laughed the Playfellow. 
'' Ha ha ! We love to come to Play 
School," laughed the rocks. 

" Hoo ! Hoo ! " shouted the Playfellow. 

^' Hoo ! Hoo ! " shouted the rocks. 
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twinkling of an 
3 of little brownies 
leapfrog on the 

They were laiigh- 
ing with all their 
hearts. 

The Playfellow bent down and let 
BrownieBen leap over his back. 

" Playfellow/' said FairyBell, 
" some of your brownies look just like 
dolls, they are so small. 
May I take that one home to Little Bell ? " 

" Ha ha," laughed the Playfellow, 
" ^l^ase don't take that one. 
He is full of tricks, and he would 
turn your house upside down." 

Then BrownieBen asked, 
"Who are all these brownies?" 
18 



THE PLAY SCHOOL BROWNIES 

Some small brownies were sitting 
together on the sand. 

They were building sand houses. 

" These are brownies from the salt 
meadows/' said the Playfellow. 
^^ These little fellows in green live 
in the tall grass. 
Those in brown live under the stones, 

They help the field corn to grow. 

They sprinkle the wild flowers with 

dew. 

A part of their work is to help in 

the nest building.^^ 
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The Little Folks saw a circle of 
odd little brownies on the top of a 
large rock. 

They were sitting around one of the 
tide pools. 

Their round heads looked like 
chestnut burs. 

Their hair stood up all over their 
heads. 

They looked at BrownieBen with 
their great, flashing eyes. 
"Who are you?" asked BrownieBen. 

At once, every little fellow on 
the rock curled up into a ball. 
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Many went rolling over the rock into 
the sea. 
FairyBell laughed. 

'' Who are they, Playfellow ? '' 

^' Those are the wild Sea urchins. 
They are young Sea-brownies. 
They live under the rocks near the 
shore. 

Do you see that purple line on the 
sea ? '' 

The Playfellow pointed far away. 

'^ Oh yes/^ said BrownieBen. 
^' The sky seems to melt there into 
the sea.^' 

"That is their true home/^ said 

the Playfellow. 

'^When the Sea-boys grow big, they 

ride away. 
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They ride far away on their wild sea 

horses. 

They ride far away over the sea/' 

^^Oh, how I should like to ride 
with them to that purple line ! ^' 
said BrownieBen. 



" The wild sea horses come in 
every day, at the lighthouse. 
Perhaps the old Sea-brownies would 
take you with them.^^ 

The rest of the brownies were now 
sitting on logs. 

They had ceased their wild play. 
They were sitting, side by side, in 
long rows. 
The Playfellow stood before them. 

^' Here are the young Shof e-brownies/' 

he said.' 
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^* Their eyes look like stars/' 
said FairyBell. 
'^ See how they twinkle. 
And what wide mouths ! " 

They did have very funny little 
faces. 

But the oddest thing about the Shore- 
brownies was this : 

They had so many arms and legs ! 

I cannot tell you how many. 

I think that some must have had a 

hundred. 

And none of the arms or legs was ever 

stiU! 

Some were curling around the logs. 
Some were creeping under. 
Some were dancing on top. 
Others were rocking backward and for- 
ward. 
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^^Dear me!^^ said BrownieBen. 
" What would Bennie's teacher think of 
that? 

She likes the children to keep their 
arms and legs very still/^ 

^^ Right !'^ said the Playfellow. 
^' But brownies are not earth children. 
Shore-brownies do their thinking 
through their arms and legs. 

Excuse me, Friends. 
It is time to begin the Plays." 

Then the Playfellow pulled down, 
his face. 
He was about to talk to the children. , 

w^hat a long face he made ! 

FairyBell thought she had never 
seen such a long face. 

Only one little bit of a twinkle 

was left in his eyes. 
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THE WORK OF THE PLAY SCHOOL 
Play No. 1 
" Brownies, Attention ! " 



cried the Playfellow. 

At once, every little brownie 
looked behind hira. 

"Very good," said the Playfellow. 
"That was very well done." 

"Whyl" said Fairy Bell. 
She opened her blue eyes very wide. 

"You said, 'Attention.' 
And not one brownie looked at you!" 



"Oh, yes, they did," laughed the 
Playfellow. 

"Every one of my brownies can see 
through the back of his head." 



Play No. 2 

" Sound ! " cried the Playfellow, 

A small Meadow-brownie rose to his 
feet. 

Backward and forward went his little 
arms, very swiftly. 





^^ Ch-ch-ch-ch-ch-/^ he cried, and 
away he ran around a rock. 

Others ran after him, laughing and 
crying, '' Ch-ch-ch-ch-ch-/^ 
Each had hold of the brownie before 
him. 

Soon every body was hard at work. 
One flock of lambs was crying, ''Ma-a/' 
in a trembling voice. 
Others cried, ^' M-moo,^^ in a 
deep Voice. 
Every body knew what those were ! 

A little dog said, ^^R-r, r-r!^' 
Some frogs said, ^^Ng -ng -ng!^^ 
And the horses neighed, ^' N-n-n-n.'' 

All kinds of sounds fell out of 

the mouths of the brownies. 

27 



The sounds fell over one another, 
they 'came so fast. 

p-c-h-t-f-s-w, 

g-d-1-b-j-v-qu. 

One poor little fellow was purple 
in the face. 
FairyBell flew to help him. 

"Oh, that is nothing," said the 
Playfellow. 

"One of the sounds is a 
little too far down. That 
is all. 
Pat him on the back." 

" Bring it up ! Bring it 
up! 

Out with it!" shouted the 
Playfellow. 
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The little brownie's eyes were 
rolling. 
But out it came : th ! 

Then the Playfellow held up his 
hand. 
Every body listened. 

The little waves were sweeping 
over the rocks. 

" Sh — Sh — ," said the water. 

And the little brownies all 
held up their hands, and 
whispered : " Sh — ." 

Oh ! How still it was ! 
No brownie made a sound, for the play 
was over. 
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Play No. 3 

'' Ha ! Ha ! '^ laughed the Playfellow. 
^' I see you are all wide awake. 
How many are five cats and ten birds ? " 

Every little brownie looked down 
at his toes. 
They all seemed very sad. 

'' Right/' said the Playfellow. 

^^ Excuse me/' said Fairy Bell, 
/^ I did not hear the answer." 

'^ The answer was five/' said the 
Playfellow. 

^^ How could that be ? " asked Fairy- 
Bell. 

^^ Oh I I know/' said BrownieBen. 
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^^ Didn't the five cats eat the ten 
birds ? " 

'' Yes/' said the Playfellow. 
^' Now tell me, my brownies, — 



How many miles to Babyland ? " 

Then every little brownie looked 
up at the sky. 

" Right/' said the Playfellow. 

^^ Excuse me/' said Fairybell, 
'' You said ' Right.' 
Yet none of them gave any answer." 

" True/' said the Playfellow. 
^^ But they know the answer very well 
The answer is in their heads." 

^' Well, this is a funny school/' 

said BrownieBen. 

'^ I think I should like to go to it, 

myself." 
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Play No. 4 



'' Breathe and Blow ! '' 
cried the Playfellow. 

Their little chests rose and sank. 

• 

Ah ! You should have seen the wide 
mouths of the brownies then ! 
They made them into little bits 
of round holes. 
Were they going to whistle ? 

No ! Suddenly, the brownies opened 

wide their mouths. 

They opened them very wide. 

Oh ! what deep, deep holes ! 

32 



BrownieBen and FairyBell could see 
inside of the little brow^nies. 
They could see away down into their 
little bodies. 

All the Sea-boys had unrolled. 
Their hair stood on end. 
They all looked hungry. 
They were very wild and hungry look- 
ing. 

FairyBell put her hands over her 
ears. 

For every little brownie on the logs 
and rocks was roaring ! 

" Very good," said the Playfellow. 
" You sang very sweetly." 
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" Oh ! '' said PairyBell, '' do you call 
that singing ? 
I thought they were lions. 
Do your little brownies always roar 
when they sing ? " 

" I thought they were bears/^ said 
BrownieBen. 
'^ Why do they look so wild and hungry ?^' 

'' It is a play/^ answered the Play- 
fellow. 

'^ They are the strong winds. 
The strong winds blow over the sea. 
The hungry winds are calling ! ^^ 

'' I see/' said FairyBell. 
. But she whispered to BrownieBen : 
^^ Little Bell would not like to 
sing a song like that one.'' 

^^ Bennie would/' said BrownieBen. 

*^ Bennie loves to roar when he sings." 

34 



THE SONG OF THE WIND 
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" Loud wind, strong wind, Blow - ing from the moun • tain 
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Fresh wind, free wind, Sweep - ing o'er the sea/* 



So sang the brownies. 

And Bennie, in his far-away moun- 
tain home, heard the singing. 

He sat up in his little white bed, 
and sang the last line of the song 
with the brownies. 
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Hur - rah! Hur-rah! Hur-rah! Hur 
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Father and Mother ran into his 
room. 

" What is the matter, Bennie ? " 

"Nothing, Father. 
I heard the brownies singing." 

Father laughed. 

" You heard the wind, my boy. 
The wind is sweeping the rain against 
the windows. 
Go to sleep again." 
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But Mother knew better. 
She knew that Bennie had been in 
Dreamland. 

Mother knew that he had heard 
the song of the brownies ! 



Play No. 5 



THE CORlfCOB RIDE 



It was great fun. 

EJach brownie sat by himself on a 

« 

little board. 

Under his board were corncobs for 

rollers. 

Away went the little boards, up 

and down the shore. 

The corncobs w^ere rolling out behind. 

The brownies were picking up the 

corncobs, and placing them before 

their boards. 
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BrownieBen and PaiiyBell each 
had a ride. 
I wish you had been there ! 



The brownies now came in a great 
circle around the Playfellow. 
" Story ! Story ! " they cried. 

" Is this the last play ?" asked the 
Little Folks. 

"Yes, for to-night," he answered. 
" We end with a story telling. 



"Oh," said the Playfellow^ "stories 
are hidden in everything. 
You must seek them. 

You can hear them in the. rain and 
in the wind. 



You can see them in the leaves and hi 
the clouds/' 

'' Has that old gray rock a story ? '^ 
asked BrownieBen. 

" That old gray rock is a picture 
book/' answered the Playfellow. 
" Its pictures show what happened 
hundreds and hundreds of years ago." 

BrownieBen shut one eye and said, 
'' I don't see any pictures/' . 

Fairy Bell put one ear down to the 
rock and said, 
^' I don't hear any stories/' 

^^Look, listen, and think/' was the 
answer, ^' and love all living things/' 

^^ Who is the Story-teller to-night?" 

^' The Great Bell/' he answered. 
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THE STOKY TOLD BY THE GREAT BELL 

A bell like myself was floating 
on the sea. 

It could not float away, for the 
Good Old Abbot had made it fast to 
a rock. 

At full tide, the waves rose and 
fell over the rock. 
Then the rock was hidden from the 
eyes of the sailors. 

At times, wild storms swept the 

sea. 

The waves rocked the bell, and the 

bell rang. 

Its loud voice rang over the sea : 
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" Dong-ng ! Dong-ng ! 
Go along-ug ! Go along-iig ! " 
That is what it said to the sailors. 

Then the sailors knew the rock, 
and thej blessed the Good Old Abbot, 

Sir Ralph was walking up and down 
on his beautiful ship. 
The ship was as still as she could be. 

The sea birds circled about in the 
sky. 

The sun was shining, and Sir Ralph 
felt very merry and gay, 
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He whistled and sang. 
He felt a little too gay. 

His eyes fell on a dark spot in 
the green sea. 

" Ha ha ! '' he laughed, '' I'll play 
a^trick on the Good Old Abbot. 
My men, put out the boat.'' 

His boatmen rowed him to the rock. 
Sir Ralph bent over from -the boat, 
and he cut the bell from the float. 

Sir Ralph laughed again : 

'^The next who comes to the rock 

» 

won^t bless the Good Old Abbot." 

Then he and his men sailed away 

over the seas for many a day. 

They all forgot about the cruel 

trick. 
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At last, they turned homeward. 
The ship was sailing into the har- 
bor, when a storm arose. 

It whirled the ship here and 
there. 

The sailors lost their way. 
It was so dark that they could see no 
land. 

'^ It will be lighter soon,'' said 
Sir Ralph. 
^' I think the moon is rising.^^ 

" Can you hear the breakers roar ? '^ 
cried one of the sailors. 
^^ I think we should be near the shore. 

Now where we are, I cannot tell. 
But I wish I could hear the Bell.'' 

Suddenly, the ship struck upon the 

hidden rock. 
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The bell of the Good Old Abbot 
lay in the deep sea. 
The tide rocked it no longer, and 
its song was hushed. 

There was no help for the ship. 

The waves swept over it, and it went 
down with all on board. 

The Bell rang under the deep sea, 

when the ship went down. 

So people say. 
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THE END OF THE BROWNIE PLAYSCHOOL 

The Great Bell of the Brownie 
Play School ceased rocking. 
Its sad story was told. 
Its voice was hushed. 

" Brownies, think ! ^' 
cried the Playfellow. 

Every brownie in the circle curled 
up his legs and arms. 
They were as round as balls. 
The Little Polks stood watching. 

Suddenly, all the little brownies 

began to buzz. 

Their arms and legs began to uncurl. 

The brownies were thinking ! 
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And soon the air was full of the 
thoughts of the brownies. 
The thoughts flew in flocks about the 
shore. 

The buzzing became very loud. 

" Ooh ! ^^ cried BrownfeBen. 
" One of the bad thoughts bit me. 
Just look at my foot ! 
There is a big, red spot.'^ 

'' He he he ! '' laughed Fairy Bell. 
'^ Oh, what a funny thought ! 
It tickles me.'' 

'' Shoo ! '' cried the Playfellow. 

Then a cloud of dark thoughts 
rose into the air. 

They flew toward the long grass of 
the salt meadow. 

They hid in the shadows. 
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The bad thoughts did not wish 
to be seen. 
They flew away from the light. 

They buzzed about the feet of 
people who walked through the 
dark places. 

They buzzed behind their backs, 
and stung them. 

But a flock of thoughts with shin- 
ing wings flew over the sea. 

These were the beautiful thoughts, 
and they flew, singing. 

They lit the faces of all who 
heard their song. 

They were seeking the hearts of 

little children. 

And two found their way into the 

dreams of Bennie and Little Bell. 
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THE STORY PLAY IN THE MEADOW 

The Little Folks fell into a 
deep slumber. 

When the sun awakened them, they 
were alone. 

^^Let us take this road through ^ 
the meadows," said BrownieBen. 
^^ We must not forget the story play 
of the meadow-brownies to-night." 

The meadows were gay with rose- 
mary. 
The fairies call it sea dew. 

a 

Fairy Beir was very happy. 
She was a flower fairy, you know, 
and every little flower had some- 
thing to say to her. 
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The Little Folks now came to a 
fisherman's hut. 
It had a very low roof. 
The two long sides came down nearly 
to the ground. 

The open door looked toward the 
sea. 

Over the door stood a great black 
wooden thing. 
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^' What a funny-looking thing ! ^^ 
said Fairy Bell. 
'' What can it be ? '' 

'^ It was once blue/^ said Brownie- 
Ben. 

" And it seems to have a head. 
Look at its broken nose ! '' 



The Little Folks laughed together. 



'^Let us come back to this hut 
after the story play/^ they said. 
" We can creep into the shadow of 
this low roof.'^ 

The air was very sweet in the 

fields. 

The leaves of the bushes were so 

sweet. 

And there were so many wild roses, 

and beds of white clover. 
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The sua set. 

A goldeu glow, and then long 
purple shadows fell over the fields. 

The Little Folks felt a 
little lonely. 

But some tall meadow lilies 
with purple spots nodded 
to FairyBell. 

And a meadow lark, hid- 
den in the long grass, whis- 
tled to BrownieBen. 

Ah ! Lady Moon was coming ! 
A shining ray had fallen upon 
the field. 

The Little Folks watched the 

shadows crossing the road of light. 
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Slender little shadows were 



dancing over the meadow. 



Backward and forward they ran, 
and left behind them long threads 
of silver. , 

The silver threads rested on the 
long grass. 



^^ The brownies are making cob- 
webs ! '' 



Round and around danced the 
shadow brownies. 

The grass did not bend under their 
feet. 
But it grew a brighter green. 



^^ The fairy rings," whispered 
FairyBell. 
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^^I know what the shadow brownies 
are playing in the meadow. 

They are spinning dreams. 
They are spinning beautiful 
stories to give to the fairies. 

The fairies will put them into 
the heads of sleeping children. 

The dreams melt away at sunrise. 
They grow only in the moonlight. 

But the beautiful thoughts 
will stay always with the dear 
children.^^ 

^^ Now they are fireflies/' said 
BrownieBen. 

The dancing shadows were no 

longer seen. 

But little lights were twinkling 

in and out of the bushes. 
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LADY MOON 

Lady Moon, Lady Moon^ 

Sailing so high ! 
Drop down to baby 

From out the clear sky. 



Babykin, babykin, 
Down far below, 

I hear thee calling, 
But I cannot go. 



But Lady Moon sendeth thee 

Soft, shining rays. 

Moon loves the baby. 

The moonlight says. 
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In her house dark and blue 
Though she must stay, 

Kindly shell watch thee, 
Till dawns the new day. 



—LORD HOUGHTON, 



The Little Folks now took the 
road to the fisherman's hut. 
The door was still open. 

BrownieBen sat down at the door 
to watch the sea. 

Fairy Bell flew to a sleeping 
sandflower. 
" Let me in/' she cried. 

The sandflower opened its white 
cup to let her creep in. 

The sea breeze rocked the stem, 
and Fairy Bell shut her blue eyes 

till morning. 
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THE WOODEN LADY 

Boom ! Boom ! 

The sound was in her ears, but 
FairyBell was too sleepy to open 
her eyes. 

Boom ! Boom ! 

Where was she? 
Was she on the sea ? 
Was it the sound of the wind ? 
Perhaps the tide was rising ! 

'^Ahoy! Ship ahoy !^' 

FairyBell sat up. 

She could not see a foot before her 

face. 

A thick fog was all about her. 

Where Avas BrownieBen ? 
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" Are you awake ? '^ boomed a deep 
voice. 

^^ Yes/^ answered FairyBell, trem- 
bling. 
'^ Who are your ^' 

'' A friend ! ^^ boomed the deep 
voice. ^^ A young lady ! ^^ 

'' A young lady ! ^^ cried FairyBell, 
"Your voice is like the voice of a 
man. Have you a bad cold ? ^^ 

" The winds have made my voice 
loud and deep. 

I have always lived on a ship, 
I was the Ship's Pet.'' 

" An odd pet, with a voice 
like a fog-horn ! '' thought Fairy Bell. 

But she said aloud : 
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'^ Where are you? 
I can see nothing through this fog/' 

^' Right above you, on the fisher- 
man's house. 
Be on the lookout ! 
I am coming down/^ 

Something very hard fell down on 
the sand by FairyBell. 
FairyBell put out her hand. 

^^ Why ! You are a thing made of 
wood ! '^ she cried. 
'^ Oh ! I know you now. 
You are the Wooden Lady. 

We saw you before we went to sleep. 
You stood over the door of the fisher- 
man^s hut.^^ 

" Yes/^ answered the Wooden Lady, 

^^ that is my place. 

I roam about only in the fog." 
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" You are not very pretty," said 
FairyBell. " You look very old. 
Your face is nearly black. 
Your poor nose is broken, and one 
eye is out." 

" The Captain thought me beauti- 
ful," answered the Wooden Lady. 
" He loved me better than anything 
in the world." 



" Were you his doll ? " 

The Wooden Lady looked a little 
angry, but she said gently : 
" Perhaps so. 

I was on the bow of my dear Cap- 
taints ship. 

I have been all over the world with 
him.^^ 

" Where is the Captain now ? ^^ 
asked Fairy Bell. 

" In the sea.'' 

The deep voice was now very sad 
and tender. 

^' Tell me about it/' whispered 
FairyBell. 
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THE STORY OF THE LITTLE TEEE 

(Told by the Wooden Lady) 

My story is about an old rock 
and an old tree. 

The old gray rock could tell you 
many a story. 

People come from afar just to look 
at it. 

In the olden time, it stood by 
the shore of a great bay. 
Always it held its gray head above 
the waves. 

Near by, lived my degtr Captain 

with his beautiful little sister. 

I was named after her, Mary B. 
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One day, the Captain put me on 
the bow of his ship, and he sailed 
away to a far-oflf land. 

Little Mary B. stood on the old 
gray rock to wave her farewell. 

*' dear brother, do not forget me ! 
When you are far away, send me 
something. 

It will tell me that you are think- 
ing of me." 
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She planted tlie little stem, and 
watered it day after day. 
At last it opened one small green 
leaf. 
It was like a heart ! 

Little Mary B. clapped her hands. 
" Ah ! now I know who sent this to me ! ' 
she said. 

Every day, she climbed to the 
lookout on the roof of her house. 
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Her blue eyes were on the sea. 
Her thoughts were on the ship of 
her sailor brother. 



The little tree grew tall and 
strong. 
Now it had many heart-like leaves. 



One day, somebody w^hispered a 
cruel story into her ear. 

^^ The Captain has forgotten his 
poor little sister. 
He will never come back to her.^^ 



She rooted up her precious 

little tree, and tossed it into the 

road. 

She felt so angry and sad ! 

The heart-like leaves lay in 

the dust. 
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^' Poor little sister/^ said Fairy- 
Bell, '' what became of her ? '^ 

'' I have never heard/^ said 
the Wooden Lady. 

'' And the little tree with the 

» 

. heart-like leaves ? ^^ 

^^ A friend picked it up, and plant- 
ed it by the roadside. 

It is growing to-day on the hill 
above the rock. 
It is now very old.^^ 

^' And the Captain?" 

" His good ship was on her way home. 
A storm arose and tossed her about. 
I saw a wide hole open below me. 
The Captain saw it, too. 

My dear Captain was a brave man. 

He was a hero. 
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He let himself down over the bow. 
He tried to stop the hole. 
But a great wave came and swept him 
into the wild sea. 

The good ship was lost. 
I floated to land, and was picked up 
by a fisherman. ^^ 

'' Poor lady/' said FairyBell. 
'^ And now you are left all alone.'' 

^^ See ! '^ whispered the Wooden Lady, 
'^ the sun is breaking through the fog. 
I must go up on the house again. 
Farewell ! '' 

" Farewell ! " said FairyBell. 

Under the low roof lay BrownieBen 

fast asleep. 

FairyBell shook him. 

^' Wake up," she said. 
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BrownieBen opened his eyes, and 
laughed out loud. 

" Look at that old, black, wooden 
thing with the broken nose," he said. 



But FairyBell did not laugh. 
She said softly : 

"Poor lady ! 
Her eyes are on the blue sea. 
She is thinking of her dear Captain 
sleeping below it. 

But why did not Mary B. trust 
her kind brother?" 
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THE LOOKOUT 

The little folks had now reached 
the end of the road through the salt 
meadows. 

Here they found a lonely, old house. 
No one had lived in it for many years. 

" See the large fireplace ! 
Think of the great fires that once 
roared in it. 

This house is perhaps a hundred 
years old. 

It may have been built by Bennie^s 
great-great-grandfather.^' 

BrownieBen helped FairyBell to 

climb up to the lookout. 
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This was a flat place on the roof. 
A wooden railing ran around it. 

The roof had been four sided. 
It was now very much broken. 
The back of the house w^as toward the 
sea. 

The people had tried to shut out the 
cold sea winds. 

The lookout made a very good 
playroom. 

The sea birds were sailing overhead. 
FairyBell could hear their sharp lit- 
tle cry. 
She watched them drop into the sea. 

" I think they are telling a story, 
BrownieBen.^^ 

BrownieBen was sitting astride of 

the railing. 
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He was holdiug a large shell to his 
ear. He was listening. 

^^ You should hear the roar of the 
sea ! 

I can see the waves rolling in. 
Each one has a tip of foam. 
Would you like to hear the story ? '' 

So FairyBell sat down on the floor 
of the lookout to listen. 

A king was lost far out at sea. 
The queen heard him call, ^^ Haley one ! ^^ 
She prayed to have wings given her. 

Suddenly, the people on the shore 
saw the queen fly across the water. 

Two great seabirds rose together 
from the weaves, circled in the sky, 
then flew to a high rock in the sea. 

There they live to this very day. 
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THE WHALE STORY IN THE SHELL 

{Heard by BroymieBen.) 

A boat was rolling on the open 
sea. 

Four men were in the boat with a 
boy called Ben. 

A man with a harpoon stood in the 
bow. 



From the big ship near by, the 
Lookout was watching the sea* 

Suddenly, he gave a long loud 
cry of " Bl-o-o-ow ! '^ 

They saw the white water shoot 

upward from the sea. 
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It was the spouting of a whale. 

His black thick head showed above 

the water. 

The Captain headed the boat for the 

whale. 

" Bl-o-o-ow ! " Again from the 
Lookout. 
" A school ! " 
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" Give it to him, man ! ^^ shouted 
the Captain, 

Two harpoons were sent into the side 
of the whale, one after the other. 

The whale leaped for the boat. 
The boat cut the Avater, and came up 
on his great back. 
" Heaven help us ! ^^ cried the Captain, 

But the whale dived downward. 
The bow of the boat went under and 
rose again. 
The waves were white with foam. 

On went the whale through the 
deep sea. 

The line ran out swiftly. 
It curled about the legs of young 
Ben, and he fell headlong into the 

foaming water. 
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But young Ben was a brave little 
seaman. 

His great jack knife flashed out of 
his pocket under water. 
He cut the line on the side toward 
the whale. 

The little hero was seen swimming 
toward the boat. 
The men hauled him in. 

The whale rose to the top of the 
sea. 

His white side was showing. 
He was fifty feet long. 

Ah ! man, that was a good haul ! 

" That is a fine story/^ said 
FairyBell. '' Is it a fish story ? '' 

^' No/^ said BrownieBen. 

^' A whale isn't a fish." 
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THE STORY PLAY ON THE SHORE 

From the lookout the Little 
Polks watched the glory of the sun- 
set. 

The sea was bright with rose and gold 
and purple. 

Then the day darkened into twi- 
light. The sea grew gray. 
A star or two twinkled in the sky. 
The still face of the moon shone. 
It was now full. 

The wind began to whirl the sand. 

The Little Folks watched it whirling 

toward them. 

The whirling ceased suddenly, and 

they saw a circle of brownies below 

the lookout. 
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The Playfellow was in the circle. 
He was showing the brownies his long 
shoe with its curling point. 

^^ What is my toe like ? ^' he asked, 
pointing at one of the brownies. 

'^ It is like the horn of the new 
moou^^^ was the swift answer. 

'' And you ? ^^ he said, pointing at 
another. 
There was no answer. 

" Ha ! Ha ! '' laughed they all. 
And away they whirled, leaving the 
brownie boy behind them. 

The Playfellow looked just like 
a windmill. 
His arms and legs were whirling so 

fast ! 
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Again the circle stood still 
'^Sing your name/' cried the Play- 
fellow, pointing at one. 



i 
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'*Tu - ril - loo!" 

sang the Brownie. 

Now the Playfellow h,eld out both 
hands full of pebbles. 

" Which hand has the odd pebble ? " 

'^ The left/^ was the answer. 

" Ha ! Ha ! Hoo ! Hoo ! '' laughed the 
brownies. 

And another brownie boy was left 
alone 

So the circle went whirling up 
the shore, growing smaller and 

smaller. 
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Far away, it looked like a 
dot . 

It grew larger and larger, 

as it came back. 

The brownies were now singing a lit^ 

tie song. 



Bound uid round, hand in hand, , We are danc-in^, we are danc-in)ir. 



Bonnd and ronnd, Iiand in hand, We are danc-in; on the eaad. 

Here and there, along the shore, 
the brownie boys stood waiting. 
One by one, they came into the ring. 



The brown-ie 1h);s do ^reet joa! And then a-gain greet jon! 
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The brownies all put their hands 
on their hearts, and made two low 
bows. 

Then onward they danced, whirling 
and singing. 

^^ I can see them yet, far down 
the shore/^ said FairyBell. 

^^ That is only the wind whirling 
the sand/^ said BrownieBen. 

^^ But I can hear the song of the 
brownies/' said FairyBell. 

'' You hear the voice of the sea 
breeze/' said BrownieBen. 

^^ Brow^nieBen, you are such a 
bright boy/' said FairyBell. 
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THE WINDMILL 

An old windmill was near the 
lookout. 

Its long arms rocked backward and 
forward. 



The children found at its foot 
a spring of fresh, cool water. 
The water was flowing over the sand* 



FairyBell knelt down to drink. 
" What sweet water ! ^^ 



"Yes/' said BrownieBen, "and so 

near the sea. 

The tides must overflow it.^^ 
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They played all day by the spring. 
They built sand houses. 
BrownieBen launched Fairy BelFs 
wooden shoes on the sea. 
The children scampered in and out 
of the old mill. 



A thick, strong vine was climb- 
ing up the windmill. 
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It made such a pretty cradle for 
Fairy Bell. 

BrownieBen whistled and Fairy Bell 
sang. 

BrownieBen climbed up the old 
windmill, and sat astride of one of its 
long arms. 
He was playing horse. 

FairyBell was watching a school 
of fishes near the shore. 
The big fishes were as full of fun 

as the children. 

* 

They dived and leaped and rolled 
in the sea. 

^^ I wish I could play horse with 

those fishes/^ said BrownieBen. 

^' I should like to climb on their 

backs. 
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I wish I could be a Sea-brownie 
for a little while." 

" Come down, BrownieBen," called 
Fairy Bell. 

" Here are two fine, large shells. 
They look just alike. 
Let us each listen to a story, and 
tell it to the other." 
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" All right, my dearie/^ laughed . 
BrownieBen, and down he came tum- 
bling, head over heels. 

BrownieBen was big and strong, 
and he was always good to little 
FairyBell. 

Fairy Bell was just like a little 
sister to BrownieBen. 
The brownies are big brothers to 
all the fairies. 

I have never seen a brownie 
who does not love to play tricks. 

But do you think that any brownie 
would be mean to a fairy ? 
I think not. 

And do you think that any brownie 
would let other people harm a fairy ? 

Just try it once and you will see. 
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THE STORY OF ARION'S PRIZE 

{Heard by FairyBeU.) 

Arion was a wonderful player. 
People came from far and near to 
hear him. 

He lived in the palace of a king. 
The king loved Arion, and he loved 
to hear him play. 

One day, Arion said: 

^^ Dear king, I should like to go 

away. 

I wish to go to Sicily. 

The king of Sicily is about to give 

a prize. 

Many fine players are going to try 

for it." 
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" Sicily is a long way oflF/' 
said his friend, the king. 
^^ It is across the stormy sea. 
You may never live to come back. 

Do you care so much for glory, 
Arion ? 
Let me give you a prize." 

^^ I do not care so much for the 
prize," said Arion. 

*^ I wish to see the world, and I long 
to hear other people play. 
Then I shall know how to play 
better, myself." 

So the King dressed Arion in pur- 
ple, and sent him to Sicily in a 
ship. 

The great day of the prize playing came, 

and people flocked to the palace. 
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Arion went with the rest. 
He had never seen so many people to- 
gether. 

The prize was carried in, and set 
before the king. 
Every one rose to see it. 
It was a large box full of gold, and a 
precious silver cup. 

Then the great players of the 
world stood before the king, one ' 
after another. 

Arion was listening, and it made him 
very happy. 

Once, he thought he heard the flow 
of a mighty river. 
And then, the tinkle of a little 
brook. 

And again, the deep voice of the sea. 
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At last, it was Arion's turn 
to play. 

He took his lyre, and 
stood before the king. 
His eyes were shining. 
His heart was full of beautiful 



thoughts. 



He began to play. 

Then Arion forgot the king. 

He forgot the people. 

He forgot the prize. 

« 

Arion forgot all about himself. 
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So softly and sweetly he played — 
so tenderly — 
the king bent forward to listen. 

And the king forgot Arion, too. 
The king thought of the time w^hen 
he himself was a happy little child. 

And all the people sat very 
still. 

Their eyes were overflowing. 
For Arion was not only playing on 
his lyre, 

He was playing on the hearts of 
the people. 

He was trying to make the hearts 
of all the people brave and kind 
and true. 

And so the prize was given to 

Arion. 
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HOW ARIOlSr CAME HOME 

{The story heard by Brownie Ben.) 

Arion set sail for home. 



All the sailors on board knew a* 
bout the gold. 

They began to think about it. 
Then they began to want it. 

One night they came to Arion^s 
bedside. 
Arion was dreaming of home. 



" Arion, awake ! '^ they said. 

" The sea is calling you. 

To-night you shall go overboard. 

We want your gold.^' 

91 



" Take my gold/^ said Arion, " but 
please let me go home/^ 

^^ No/^ said the sailors. 
" The king is your friend. 
He would hear about the gold and 
he would be very angry.^^ 

Then the cruel sailors took hold 
of Arion^ but Arion said : 

^^ Take away your hands. 
Let me play on my lyre. 
Then I will leap into the sea.^' 

He dressed himself in purple, 
and played one last song. 
It was sad, but it was very sweet. 

The fishes in the sea heard it. 

They flocked about the ship. 

Then Arion leaped into the sea. 
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Arion did not know how to swim. 
It is such a pity not to know how 
to swim ! 
Arion sank into the deep water. 

The fishes swam around him, and 
one big dolphin said : 

" Arion, I heard you play. 
You are a brave boy, and I will carry 
you home. 
Climb on my back.'' 

^^ thank you, my good friend,'' 
said Arion. 
^^ I shall never forget you." 

Then away went the big dolphin, 

with Arion on his back. 

Away they went, galloping over the 

sea. 
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After two nights and a day, they 
reached the shore. 

At sunrise, Arion and the big dolphin 
said good-by. 

How glad Arion and the king were 

to see each other ! 

But the king was very angry with the 

cruel sailors. 
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He went down to the shore to meet 
them. 

" Where is Arion ? ^^ he asked. 

'' King, he would not come. 
He did not wish to leave Sicily .^^ 

Then Arion came forward, and 
looked at the sailors. 
They fell down on their knees on 
the shore. 

" Forgive us, King ! 
Forgive us, Arion ! ^^ they cried. 

Arion's heart was tender. 
He asked the king to forgive the 
cruel sailors. 

The king said : 

^^ Cruel men, I will let you live, 

but not in this land. 
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I could never trust you. 
I shall send you far away. 
You shall live in the forest with 
the othjer wild beasts. 

Cruel men, the wild beasts of 
the forest are better than you. 

They know their friends. 
They care for their young and 
protect them. 

Never again shall you live 
in the sunshine. 

The forest is not darker 
than your hearts.^^ 

So the king sent them away 
to another land, and they never 
saw his face again. 

Arion never forgot his good 

friend, the big dolphin. 
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THE TUB RACE. 

One day, BrownieBen was climbing 
about the rocks. 

It was low tide, and the water 
was full of floating seaweed. 
These pleased Fairy Bell very much. 
They were like beautiful flowers. 

m 

BrownieBen called to Fairy Bell. 
^^ Come, see what I have found.'^ 
He was looking down into a deep hole. 
The hole was full of green and brown 
balls. 

'^ Well, the little Sea urchins again I 

And all rolled up, of course. 
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Perhaps they are waiting till the tide 



comes in/' 



So the Little Folks curled up, 
and went to sleep, too. 
They were waiting for full tide, and 
for '' The Story Play in the Sea/' 

A merry laugh awakened them. 
It was the laugh of the Playfellow. 

The Sea urchins were all around them. 
Ten httle fellows were walking 
toward the sea. 

They were in a line, one behind the 
other. 

Each carried a wooden tub on his 
back. 

^^ What are you going to do?'' 

asked BrownieBen. 
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head Sea-boj. 

"Will you race with us ? " 

" Yes," said BrownieBen. 

The end boy kindly gave up his 
tub, and BrownieBen walked behind 
the others into the sea. 

Each little fellow now floated 
his tub, and sat down in it. 
The arms and the legs were outside 
of the tubs. 

" Where are the oars ? " asked Brown- 
ieBen. 




" Tour arms are your oars/' they 
told him. 

" One, two, three, GO ! '' 
shouted the Playfellow. 

Then all the little fellows tried 
to work their arms in the water. 
Some of the tubs went sideways. 
Some turned around in a circle. 
Some only danced up and down. 

One of the tubs fell on top 

of a Sea urchin. 
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BrownieBen fell into his tub. 
He fell over on his back. 

It was very funny to watch 
them. 
FairyBell laughed till she cried. 

But soon the eyes of every body 
were on BrownieBen and one of the 
Sea-boys, 

Their tubs were ahead of all the 
rest. 

Every body on shore stood. 
There were cries of: 
'' Brownie ! Brownie ! Sea-boy! Sea- 
boy ! " 

FairyBell could hardly breathe. 

" Oh I hope— I do hope—" 

she whispered to herself. 

And then everybody cheered ! 
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There was cheering and waving 
of hands. Hurrah ! 
Hurrah for the House Brownie ! 
Three cheers for BrownieBen ! 

FairyBell danced on the sand. 

BrownieBen was climbing the 
rocks. 

He ran to FairyBell. 
The Playfellow patted him on the 
back. 

He put a bit of red seaweed 
into BrownieBen^s coat. 

'' Fine fellow ! Fine fellow ! '' he 
said. 

And BrownieBen held up his 

head very high ! 

He was so glad that he was a fine 

fellow ! 
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THE STORY PLAY IN THE SEA 

Some of the Sea urchins were now 
sitting on the sand. 
They turned their great, flashing 
eyes toward BrownieBen. 
They seemed to be waiting for some- 
thing. 



Suddenly they made a leap high 
into the air, all together. 
They came down together on a log. 



Over went the log, rolling into 

the sea. 

And over went the Sea urchins, rolling 

with the log. 
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The log was now floating. 
A row of little fellows sat astride 
of the log, one behind the other. 
Their long, slender legs were in 
the water. 

Backward and forward, backward 
and forward moved the legs. 
And away went the log over the sea. 
The legs were the oars. 

The little waves ran away in cir- 
cles. 
They ran away before the legs. 

The circles grew wider and wider. 
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'^Hooi hoo ! ^' cried the Playfellow. 

In the twinkling of an eye, 
every little fellow faced the other 
way. 

Backward and forward, backward and 
forward moved the legs again. 
Not one little leg moved out of time. 

The log was now coming to land. 

" Hoo ! hoo! ^^ cried the Playfellow. 

Again the little fellows faced 
all together. 

^^ Isn^t that just beautiful ? ^^ said 
FairyBell. 

'' Yes/^ said BrownieBen. 
" It is fine. 
Those must be the life-saving boys.^' 

Just then there was a loud cry : 

^^MAN OVERBOARD!" 
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BRAVE BROWSIEBEX 

Ereiy body was shout- 
ing at once.  
" Help ! help .' " cried the 
poor little fellow in the 
water. 

But the life-saving 
boys just sat still, and 
looked at him. 

" Oh ! oh I He is going 
down ! 
^- Why don't they help 

*^^^^^ him? 

The mean little fellows ! 
Help! help!" cried Fairy Bell. 
" Oh ! Who wiU help him ? " 
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^^I will/' cried brave BrownieBen. 
And he threw himself into the roll- 



ing sea. 



It was pretty hard work, for 
BrownieBen was only a house brownie. 

^^ Ah ! He has him by the hair ! ^' 
cried the Playfellow. 
^^ Good ! Yery well done ! Brave boy ! '^ 

And the Playfellow clapped his 
hands. 

^' Brave boy ! '^ cried all the other 
Sea urchins, and they all clapped their 
hands. 

The life-saving boys clapped their 
hands too. 

At last, a high wave threw Brown- 
ieBen up on the shore. 
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The poor little Sea-boy was on his 
back. 

The life-saving boys rowed swiftly 
to land. 

They stood around their poor little 
friend. 
He lay on the sand, white and still. 

BrownieBen and FairyBell worked 
over him. 

They rolled him over a log. 
They placed him on his back. 

BrownieBen took hold of his arms. 
Up over his head, and down again. 
Up and down. 
Still he did not breathe. 

Oh dear ! It was very sad. 

The Playfellow shook his head. 

108 



The life-saving boys hid their eyes 

behind their hands. 

Fairy Bell began to cry : ^^ Coo ! Coo ! ^' 

Little birds cry when people have 
been cruel, 
and so do the fairies. 

Suddenly, the little white Sea- 
boy sat up. 

^^ Hoo ! hoo ! ^^ he cried, opening one 
eye at FairyBell. 

^^ Hoo ! hoo ! ^^ he cried, opening the 
other eye at BrownieBen. 

And with one high spring, he was 

in the sea. 

After him went all the other Sea 

urchins, laughing and shouting. 

Their merry ^' Ha ! ha J ha ! '' sounded over 

the water. 
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" The mean little fellows ! " 
cried weary little FairyBell. 
" To play us a trick and make 
me cry ! " 

But BrownieBen only laughed, for 
he liked to play tricks himself. 

They saw the little Sea urchins 
creeping over and under the great 
sea bell. 
There were hundreds of them. 

The Story Play was over. 
The old moon had gone to bed. 
In the darkness they heard a buzz- 
ing in the meadow grass. 
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Far away they saw a flash from 
a lighthouse. 

A flash, and then blackness, and 
then a flash again. 

And from the sea came the voice 
of the Great Bell : 

^^ Dong ! Dong - ng ! 
You hear my song - ng. 
Dong ! Dong - ng ! 
Delay is wrong - ng/' 

Now I forgot to tell you about 
BrownieBen^s story bag. 

The bag had two pockets. 

He put the true stories into 
one of the pockets, and queer 
stories into the other. 

Into which pocket, do you think, 

did he put the Sea-brownie stories ? 
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THE LIFE-SAVING MEN 

''Now/^ said BrownieBen, 
''let us start for the lighthouse. 
Let us visit the earth people for 
a while/' 

The lighthouse was down at the 
Point. 

It was some miles away. 
BrownieBen made himself very small, 
and the wind blew him over the rocks. 
Fairy Bell flew after him. 

It rained fill day long, and Fairy- 
Bell was not very happy. 
Fairies like to hide in the flowers 

when the rain is falling. 
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'^ When are we going home, Brownie- 
Ben? 

I am tired of roaming about/^ 

^^ See ! the sky is clearing. 
Wait till I visit the home of the 
Sea-boys/' said BrownieBen. 

They had now reached a low, wooden 
building with wide rolling doors. 
Some men were hauling out a great 
gun. 
One man stood in the open door. 

^^ Hello, Mister! may we come in?^^ 
called BrownieBen. 
^' Yes/^ answered the man. 

"Where are those men going ?^^ 

" They are going to shoot the life line/' 

he answered. 
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So BrownieBen ran after the men, 
but Fairy Bell went into the house. 

A very long boat was inside. 
" What is that ? '' she asked. 

" That is the life boat/' answered 
the man. 



" Did you ever see a place so bright 

and clean ? '' said Fairy Bell. 

" The house just shines. 

I must tell Little Bell about it.'' 
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" The life-saving men do all the 
work/^ said the man, and he seemed 
very much pleased. 
" We have no little lady to help us/^ 



BrownieBen had now come back. 

"I see one thing that is not 

bright/' he laughed. 

'^ That window looks like ground glass. 
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^^ That is just what it is ! " said 
the man. 

^^ The sand has ground it well. 
We have wild storms here in winter. 
Th'e strong wind sweeps the sand 
against the glass. 

Do you see those sand hills out- 
side ? " 



" Yes/^ answered the Little Folks. 



'^ Well, that place was once flat. 
The wind and the sea work together, 
The sea cuts out the shore. 
Then the wind blows the sand from 
one place to another. 
So these great sand hills are made.^' 



'' Man/' said FairyBell, '' it is 



?; 



raining again. 
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^^ Thank you, little lady/' said the 
man, '^ I see it is/' 

^^ Man, will you take care of us 
to-night ? " 

" You are little folks to go about 
alone/^ said the man. 

^^ That is all right/^ said Brownie- 
Ben. 
^^Our friends know where we are.^' 

^^ Yery well/' said the man. 
" It is a little against our rules. 
But I'll take care of you to-night." 

And he showed the Little Folks 
two little white beds. 

After that other life-saving men . 

came in. 

The Little Folks liked their looks 

very much. 
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They were so tall and strong. 
They had kind brown faces, and such 
clear, bright eyes. 
They were so merry, and could tell 
such good stories. 

BrownieBen was thinking. 

" At first, Bennie wished to be 
a fisherman. But sometimes the 
fishes don^t bite. 

Next he hoped to be a sea captain, 
for then he could shout and see the 
world. 

But these brave men are always try- 
ing to save the life of somebody. 
And Bennie loves to be tumbled about. 

I hope Bennie will be a life- 
saving man, when he grows up,'^ 

thought BrownieBen. 
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THE RAINBOW 



Toward night the sky cleared. 
The sun peeped through the raindrops, 
and there was a beautiful rainbow ! 



One end rested on the sand hills, 
the other on the sea. 



^^ What beautiful colors ! 
The rainbow is more beautiful than 
the sunset/^ said Fairy Bell. 



" It is more beautiful than the sea/' 

said BrownieBen. 
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" There is a glory of the sky, and 
a glory of the sea/' said one of the 
life-saving men. 



The colors grew brighter and 
brighter. 

And then the rainbow sank slowly into 
the dark clouds behind it. 



^^Will to-morrow be clear?'' asked 
BrownieBen. 



" A rainbow at night, 
Is the sailor's delight/' 
sang one of the men. 

Of course it will be clear for 
you little folks." 



The rainbow made every one feel 

very happy ! 

120 



The life-saving men sang some songs 

for the Little Folks. 

One of the songs was about a rainbow. 

See, the cooling shower 
Comes at God's command, 

Brightens every flower, 
Cheers the parch-ed land. 
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When the rain is o - ver, Then the paint -ed bow 
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Oer the cloud - y hill - top Will its col - ors show. 

After that every body went to bed, 
and the rainbow^ colored their dreams ! 
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CLOUDS AND RAINBOWS 

Boats sail on the rivers, 
And ships sail on the seas ; 

But clouds that sail across the sky 
Are prettier far than these. 



There are bridges on the rivers, 

As pretty as you please ; 
But the bow that bridges heaven, 

And overtops the trees. 
And builds a road from earth to sky. 

Is prettier far than these. 

—ROSETTL 
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THE LIFE BOAT 

That night the Little Folks 
slept very soundly. 
They were both up at sunrise. 

Seven of the life-saving men were 
running a rowboat into the sea. 
They watched the men row away from 
the shore. 



^' I wonder where they are going/^ 

" Down the shore/' said a man be- 

liind BrownieBen. 

^^Two men have been in the water all 

night. 

123 



^^A fisherman was mending his nets 
before day, and he heard them cry. 
He thought it was the cry of a sea- 
bird. 

But he heard it again and again. 
At last he said : 

^ It may be that some man wants 
my help. 
I must go to find out/ 

'^ Well, he found an upset boat 
and two men in the sea. 
Each had hold of an oar. 
I tell you, one of those men was a 
brave one ! 

He cheered up the other man all 
night long. 



^ Hold on/ he said, ^ don't let 

go. 
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Somebody will hear us, don't give 

up hope. 

Daylight will brin^ help/ " 

"He was a hero/' said BrownieBen 

-" Where are the poor men now ? " 
asked PairyBell. 



" Safe in the fisherman's hut. 
Our men have gone to care for them. 
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That old fisherman did a pretty good 
thing this morning. 

The hero of last night is very 
ill. 

Two of his three friends lie to- 
day under the sea.^^ 

^' Is this a true story ? ^' 

*^ Oh yes/^ was the answer. 

" Are you a hero ? ^\ asked Fairy Bell. 

'^ NO/^ said the life-saving man, 
^' but that old fisherman is a hero. 

He has done many a brave deed 
in that old boat of his.^' 

But FairyBell thought: 

'^ It was the dear Wooden Lady. 

Her eyes are always on the sea. 

She told her fisherman to look 

for the men/^ 
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 



The lighthouse was very near, 
and the Little Folks soon reached it. 
A little girl met them. 



" Do you want Father ? ^' she asked, 
" He is cleaning the lamp." 



" May we go up ? " asked Fairy Bell 
^^ Oh yes/' she answered. 



The little folks climbed nearly 

to the* top of the lighthouse. 

They found the keeper inside of a 

little glass room. 

He was very kind to them. 
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He was just through 
cleaning the lamp. 
What a big, big lamp! 
The light could be seen 
at night miles away, so 
he told them. 

" Don't you ever for- 
get to light the lamp ? " 
asked Fairy Bell. 
The keeper laughed. 

" I might forget to 
eat," he said, " but I 
could never forget to 
light my lamp. 

What would the poor sailors do if 

I should forget ? " 

"That is true," said Fairy Bell, 
"their ships might be lost." 
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" Come out here, little ones/' 
said the keeper, '^ and look at the sea.'' 

A little railing ran around the 
outside of the lighthouse. 
They stood behind it and looked 
down. 

Far below them was the wide sea. 
It was as blue as the sky. 

How small the ships were ! 
They seemed like Bennie's little toy 
ships. 

^^ The sea is blue, but it is full 
of whitecaps,'' said the keeper. 
^^ To-night there will be a hard blow. 
Do you see the wild sea horses com- 
ing in ? " 

BrownieBen looked with all his 

might. 
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He saw only some great rolling waves. 
They were white with foam. 

" This is a bad shore/' said the 
keeper. 

^' Many a good ship has broken up near 
the Point. 

How would you like to cross the sea 
in one of those toy ships ? '^ 

" Not at all," said Fairy Bell, 

ft 

and she shook her head. 

But BrownieBen did not answer. 

He was thinking of the wild sea 

horses. 

^^ A little ship like that one 
crossed the sea nearly three hun- 
dred years ago," said the keeper. 

^^ Look down at the land. 

You see nothing now but sand and 

rocks. 

130 



But then there was a thick forest 

on the Point. 

And the forest was full of Indians." 

" Who were the In- 
dians ? " asked Fairy Bell. 

" They were wild Red 
Men. 

They lived in the forest. 
The Red Men were dressed 
in the skins of wild beasts. 
In their hair they put 
feathers as gay as your 
ribbons. 

"Oh, please tell us a 
story about the Indians/' cried both 
children. 

" Shall I tell you the story of 
the Little Ship?" 



'^ Oh yes, is it a true story ? 
Bennie always likes to know." 

'^ Yes," answered the keeper. 
" I know a great many stories, and 
they are all true." 

Now it made BrownieBen feel 
very happy to hear that. 
He opened wide his stbry bag. 

"Were there Indians in the 
Little Ship ? " he asked. 

"No," said the keeper. 
" The Indians were hidden in 
the forest. 

They had never seen a ship 

before. 

They hid behind the trees and 

said : ^ A great seabird is coming. 

Look at its large, white wings.^ " 
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THE TRUE STORY OF THE LITTLE SHIP 

{Told by the LigUhouae Keeper.) 

The Little Ship had a beautiful 
name^ the Mayflower. 

The Little Ship was a long time 
crossing the sea. 
But at last, it anchored just there. 

« 

The keeper pointed at the sea. 

It anchored off the Point. 
There were twenty boys and girls on 
the Little Ship. 

They thought the shore beautiful. 

They were so tired of the ship ! 

And they longed to run on the white 

sand and in the green woods. 
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The woods came right down to the 
shore. 

But the mothers thought it looked 
very lonely. 

It was low tide, and some of the 
fathers waded to the shore. 
The children all ran to the side of 
the ship. 

The boys wished very much to go 
with the men. 

" Did they cry and ask to go ?" 
said FairyBell. 



" Oh no ! '^ said the keeper. 
^^ Boys waited for things^ three hun- 
dred years ago. 

They watched their fathers go into 
the woods.^' 

By and by the tide rose. 
Then the mothers and children saw 
two whales playing about the ship. 

Night came on. 
Oh ! How dark those woods looked now I 
Where were the poor fathers ? 

Oh ! See the fire on the shore ! 
The dear fathers were safe, for they 
had built it. 

The next day they waded back to 

the ship, very tired and cold. 

It w^as nearly winter. 

Some of the fathers were ill. 
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The fathers told what they had 
seen. 



"We saw six Red Men. 
They were dressed in the skins of 
wild beasts. 

They had long feathers on their 
heads. 

A little dog was with them. 
The six Indians ran away into the 
woods, and the dog ran after them. 
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"What more did you see, Father?^' 

" A beautiful deer stood behind a 
tree. 
Its soft, brown eyes were on us. 

Then we found a tree full of nuts 

and a spring of fresh, cool water.'' 
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"Were there no houses, Father?" 

" Yes, we came across one old Indian 
house. 

It was broken down. 
At night we saw two canoes on the 
sea. 
They were full of Indians." 

"Did you bring anything for 
us, Father?" 
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'^Now what do you think the 
fathers carried home to the chil- 
dren?'^ asked the keeper. 

'' Candy /' said FairyBell. 

" Oh no ! '' said the keeper. 

^^ Not candy for hungry children ! 

They carried home some Indian corn, 

A bag of beans, and a kettle ! 
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'' Some day we will pay the Indi- 
ans for the corn, the beans, and the 
kettle/^ said the fathers. 
And they did ! 

The next day the fathers took 
up the anchor, and the Mayflower 
sailed into the Bay. 

^^ But come, little ones, let us 
sit on the rocks below the light- 
house. 

My little girl would like to listen, 
too. 

I will tell you the Story of the 
Rock.^' 

Children, what is a bay ? 
Has a bay fresh or salt water ? 
Did you ever sail on a bay ? 

How did you reach the bay ? 
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THE TRUE STORY OP THE ROCK 

(Told by the Lighthouse Keeper.) 

There were two dear babies on 
the Mayflower. 

One was named after the sea. 
The children loved to play with hinio 
The other baby was very little. 
He lay in a basket cradle. 

The fathers were looking for a 
good landing place. 
They rowed again and again to the 
shore. 

And they had more stories to tell 
the children. 

They had seen many Indian houses 

by this time. 
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Some were made of deerskin. 

Two were built of young, slender 

trees. 

The Indians had bent the trees, and 

they had fastened both ends iu the 

ground. 

These two houses were full of 
things. 
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A spring of fresh, sweet water was 
near the shore. 

The fathers told the mothers about 
a big, running brook. 
The mothers were so glad to hear 
about that brook, 

For now they could have a wash day. 
And the fathers could build houses 

along the brook. 
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The people on the ship all came 
together. 

They took one another's hands. 
They looked into one another's eyes, 
and they said : 
" We will always stand by one another/^ 

Now it was time to land. 
The small boat carried the people 
near the shore. 

But it was winter, and there had 
been a cold storm. 

The boys could climb over the 
sides of the boat. 
They could wade with the men to 
the shore. 

But what could the mothers and 

the babies and the girls do ? 

The tide was strong. 

How could they reach the land ? 
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Then their eyes fell on the Rock ! 
Its friendly head rose above the 
waves. 

It said to those poor, tired people : 
^^ Come, rest on me ! '' 

So they made a landing-place of 
the Rock. 

People go to-day to look at it. 
They come from all over the world 
just to see that Rock ! 
There is a railing all around it. 

'' Why ! I know about that Rock/' 
said FairyBell. 

^' The Wooden Lady told me a story 
about it. 

Is there a tree with heart-like 
leaves growing above the Rock ? ^^ 

'' Yes," said the Lighthouse Keeper, 

'' I think there is." 
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THE TRUE STORY OF THE FRIENDLY INDIANS. 

{Told by the Lighthouse Keeper.) 

^^ Did the boys ever s^ee any In- 
dians ? " asked BrownieBen. 

^^ Oh yes/' said the keeper. 
" One day the children saw a tall 
red man walk out of the woods. 
He had long, black hair, and he 
held a bow in his hand. 

He had come to visit the white 
people by the Rock. 
This Indian had been across the sea, 
and he could talk English. 

The fathers were very glad to talk 

with him. 

The boys stood near and watched 

the red man. 
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'^ Didn't the boys talk to the 
fed man, too ? " asked BrownieBen. 

^^ Oh no/' answered the keeper. 
^^ The boys didn't help their fathers 
talk! 

Boys listened to their fathers three 
hundred years ago/^ 

'^ A great Indian Chief lives west 
of this brook." 

 

So the red man told them. 
" His name is Massasoit. 
Some day I will bring him here to 
visit you. 

You must make friends with him. 
He is strong, like the eagle, and 
he will protect you." 

The fathers thanked the friendly 

Indian. 
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The next day five more red men 
walked out of the woods. 
Then came another who knew English. 
This one was very friendly. 
He told the people how to plant In- 
dian corn. 

^' Watch the leaves of the oak tree/^ 
he said. 

" Wait till they are as big as the 
ears of a mouse. 
Then plant the corn. 
Put a fish around the roots. 
That will make the corn grow.^^ 

^^ Thank you/' said the fathers. 

^' Did the fathers plant the corn 
as the Indian told them ? '^ asked 
BrownieBen. 

^'I don't know/' said the keeper. 
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THE TKUE STORY OP THE LOST BOY 

{Told by the Lighihxmae Keeper ) 

One day a boy lost his way in 
the forest. 

Everybody looked for him. 
The mothers cried. 
They said to their children : 

^' Never run away into the woods. 
Now you see what comes of running 
away ! '^ 

The fathers walked miles and 
miles into the deep forest. 
They asked the Indians : 

^^ Do you know where our boy is ? ^^ 

" No/^ they said, ^' we haven^t seen 

him.^^ 
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But at last a friendly Indian 
told them. He said : 

^^ I know where the boy is. 
The Indians east of the brook found 
him in the forest. 
He was straying about. 
They have carried him away to their 
chief^^ 



^' Oh, thank you/^ said the fathers. 

« 

"Some day we will do you a kindness. ^^ 
But they thought : 

" Those Indians have not been very 
friendly to us. 

Perhaps by this time they have taken 
his life/' 



Ten of the men rowed to the place. 

They rowed as fast as they could. 

And there he was ! 
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He was sitting in a circle with one 
hundred big red men. 

The red men had been very kind to 
him. 

They had put beads around his neck, 
and had given him many pretty things. 

But the little fellow was very glad - 
to see his father again. 



The chief let his father take him 
home. 

The lighthouse keeper was now 
looking at BrownieBen. 
^^ Are you a lost boy ? ^^ 

'' No/^ said BrownieBen. 
'' Our friends know where we are. 
Will you please tell us one more 
story before we go ? " 

^^ Yes/^ said the keeper. 
'' But come to dinner. 
You little folks must be hungry. 
By and by I will tell you the 
Story of the Great Dinner/^ 
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THE TRUE STOEY OF THE GREAT DINNER 

t 

' {Told hy the Lighthouse Keeper.) 

A high hill rose west of the 
brook. 
Tall dark trees grew on its sides. 



One day some of the sm?ill chil- 
dren were playing near the brook. 
It was soon after the Landing. 



The fathers were building a house, 

They had cut down trees for logs. 

The larger children were helping 

in many ways. 

The mothers were oiling paper for 

the windows. 
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Suddenly, a great many Red Men 
were seen on the top of the hill. 
They were looking down on the 
people, 

r 

One tall red man stood with 
folded arms. 

He was the great Indian Chief, — 
Massasoit. 

The fathers said to one of 
their young men : 

" Go up to Massasoit. 
Give him our greetings, and ask him 
please to come down.^' 

The young man went up the hill 
into the tall dark woods. 
Was he not brave to go all alone ? 

He was very polite to Massasoit. 

He showed him his beautiful armor. 

155 



Then he said : 

" Will you please come down to visit 

our people ? '^ 

And Massasoit came. 

The fathers stood waiting by the 
brook. 

They bowed to the Indian Chief, and 
greeted him very kindly. 
Then they said to him : 

" Would you like to see the house 
we are building ? ^^ 
And they made a friend of the great 
Indian chief Massasoit. 

One day the fathers asked him to 
come to dinner. 
It was a Thanksgiving dinner. 



The mothers and the girls cooked 

the dinner. 
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They made it just as grand as they 
could. 

Massasoit came with nearly one 
hundred of his braves. 

Massasoit had cFn a beautiful 

Indian dress. 

His face was painted red, and M^hite 

beads were around his neck. 

Many of his braves had painted 

their bodies. 

Some were dressed in deerskin. 
Nearly all had a + painted on 

their faces. 

The + was black, red, white, or 

yellow. 

The Indians stayed to dinner 

three days. 
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One day the Chief sent five of his 

braves into the forest. 

Each one came out with a deer on his 

back. 

After dinner the Indians danced 
for the white people. 
How pleased the boys were ! 
They thought that the Indian dances 
were fine ! 

Sometimes those poor children 
had very little to eat. 
Many times the fathers and mothers 
were very, very hungry. 
But they all tried to be brave about 
it. 

'' Well/' said BrownieBen, '' I'm 

very glad that everybody had one 

good dinner.^' 
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THEY SAY GOOD-BY 

^^ Keeper/' said BrownieBen, 
^^ Where are all the Red Men now ? '^ 

The Keeper shook his head. 

'' Is there none left ? '' 

^' There will soon be none left/' 
answered the Keeper. 
'^ Many more white men came over the 
sea. 

These white men were not always 
friendly to the Red Men.'' 

'' Why not ? " 

^^ They wanted the Indians' land, 

and they didn't wish to pay for it." 
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" How mean ! '^ said BrownieBen. 

" Yes," said the Keeper, " and so 
the white men began to push the poor 
Red Men out of their way." 



'' Didn't the Indians fight ? 



}} 



^' Yes, they tried to fight. 
The white men knew how to 
fight better than did the Indian." 

^^ Where did the white man push 
the poor Red Men ? " asked FairyBell. 

" Away out west," said the Keeper. 

" Poor Indians ! " said FairyBell. 
^^ They loved their woods and the sea 
so much ! " 

^^I wish I could see an Indian," 

said BrownieBen. 
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Then the Keeper let him look 
through his long glass. 

^' Do you see that shore over 
there ? '' 

'' Yes/^ 

^^ Well, some poor Indians live at 
the end of that shore. 
They live on the Painted Hills." 

'^ How can we get there ? " 

'^ A launch runs to the Painted 
Hills. 
It runs from New Place.'' 

"Thank you/' ^aid BrownieBen. 
" Thank you for all the good stories 
and for the good dinner." 

" And I thank you for all your 

kindness. Good-by/' said FairyBell, 
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" Good-by, said the Keeper, 
" Come again, little people/' 

" Fairy Bell, there are two things 
that I want/' said BrownieBen. 

'' What are they ? '' 

" I want to get to that purple 
line on the sea, and I want to see 
an Indian." 

^^ BrownieBen, tlfere is only one 
thing that I want. 
I want to go home.'' 

" Huh ! Just like a girl. 
Girls always get homesick." 

FairyBell did not pinch Brownie- 
Ben. 

Fairies are very gentle, you know. 
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^^ I am going down to the shore/' 
said BrownieBen. 
^^ I will come back soon. By-by/' 

^' Very well, there is a dear little 
fairy in this lilybell. By-by." 

Fairy Bell shook the lilybell. 

It rang, and a little golden fairy 
peeped out. 

^^ I have come to visit you, sister,^' 
said Fairybell. ' 

" Welcome, fly in," was the answer. 

So then there were two little 
fairies hidden in one flower. 

They talked so much that the lily- 
bell never stopped tinkling. 

BrownieBen ran down to the rocks 

to watch the wild sea horses come in. 
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THE WILD SEA HORSES 

(A Queep Story) 

BrownieBen was dreaming. 
His eyes were wide open, and it was 
still daylight. 

He was sitting alone on one of the 
rocks at the Point. 

BrownieBen's eyes were on the 
sea, but his thoughts were with the 
Indians. 

He watched a great black wave 

roll in at his feet. 

It broke at the top, and curled 

over into foam. 

Then what do you think he saw ? 
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Under the white cap of the wave, 
he saw a little dark face. 
It was peeping out at him. 
The great, dark eyes were dancing 
with fun. 



Another wave rolled in. 
He watched it break. 
Again he saw the white cap, and the 
dark, laughing eyes. 
And then I think he fell asleep. 



A roll of thunder awakened him. 
A hundred wild sea horses were gal- 
loping up and down the shore. 
Some ran up the sand, and back into 
the sea again. 

Others were galloping around in a 
circle. 

The horses were white with foam. 
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He heard loud cries, and the sing- 
ing of wild songs. 
He was still sitting on the rock, 
but the sea was all around him, for 
it was high tide. 

Suddenly a wild sea horse 
leaped over his head, 
BrownieBen fell over on his back. 
His legs were up in the air. 
He heard a ringing laugh. 

With a toss of its mane, the sea 
horse leaped again. 




^^ What shall I do? '' thought poor 

BrownieBen. 

^^ Ah ! I must be braye ! " 

And when the sea horse leaped 
again, he took fast hold of the 
long, white tail. 

Away they went, up the shore and 
back again, BrownieBen and the wild 
sea horse ! 

The sea horse shook its tail, but 
BrownieBen would not let go. 

He heard the galloping of other 

sea horses behind him. 
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There were whoops, and shouts of, 

" Catch him ! Catch him ! '' 

He knew the sea-boys were after him, 

At last the sea horse shook him 
off, and BrownieBen rolled into the 
sea. 



THE SEA-BROWNIES 

The Sea-brownies are not cruel 

folk. 

They are only full of wild fun. 

They helped BrownieBen out of the 

whirling sea. 

Then they came around him in a great 

circle. 

They were still on horseback. 
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*^ Who are you ? Who are you ?^^ 
they asked. 

^^ BrownieBen, a house-brownie/' 
he answered. 

'' Ah ! One of us ! One of us ! 
He is brave ! He is brave ! " they 
said. 

Their horses stood very still. 
Some of the animals were lapping 
at the sea water. 

BrownieBen thought the old Sea- 
brownies very grand looking. 
Their eyes were flashing under 
their white caps. 

Their eyes seemed to turn around 
in their heads. 

First a flash then blackness 

then a flash again. 

He thought of the lighthouse lamp. 
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Their bodies were as round as 
balls. 

They rolled about on the backs of 
their sea horses, but they never 
fell off. 

Sometimes they folded up their 
legs under their bodies. 

Over their bodies was a clear, 
brown shell. 
'' Our shell protects us. 
Nothing can harm us in the sea. 
It is our armor." 
So they told BrownieBen. 

The Sea-brownies now seemed to 

grow sleepy. 

They would say nothing more to 

BrownieBen. 

The shouting ceased. 
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One by one, they lay down on the 
sand — horses and men — and fell 
into a slumber. 
BrownieBen watched and waited. 



THE GALLOP OVER THE SEA 

After a long while, a sea horse 
rose and shook himself. 
Then others rose to their feet. 
The merry shouting began again. 

Near the water stood a tall, 
white horse. 

Nine or ten brownies were climbing 
on his back. 

^^ Come with us ! Come with us ! '^ 

they called. 

'' We are going out to sea.^^ 
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" Your sea horses are too wild 
for me," said BrownieBen. 
^^No, no! This one is very gentle/^ 
they answered. 
So BrownieBen climbed on his back. 



An old Whitecap was driving the 
tall, white horse. 

BrownieBen sat right behind him. 
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" Hold on ! Don't let go ! '' he said. 
^^ Get up ! " he cried to the sea horse. 
Away they went, galloping, gallop- 
ing over the sea. 
Oh ! What fun ! 

The sea horse darted under the bow 
of a great ship. 
It leaped over the* fishes' backs. 

m 

The brownies shouted and sang ! 
Their ringing voices sounded over the 
water : 
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gal - lop - ing on, while gal - lop - ing on. There's 
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They had now reached a still 
place in the sea. 
There were hardly any waves at all. 



'^ Whoa ! ^' cried Whitecap, with a 
pull at his rein. 
''Here we rest.^' 
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gal - lop - ing, gal - lop - ing, gal - lop - ing onl 



" What makes the sea so still 

here ? '^ asked Brownie Ben. 
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" A great fish swims up and down 
in this place/^ answered Whitecap. 
*^It drops oil on the waves/^ 



All the Sea-brownies now lay down 
on the water. 
They floated on the sea. 



^^Try it/' said Whitecap to Brown 
ieBen, and he let himself fall on the 
sea. 

The water was as soft as a bed of 
feathers. 
He was soon fast asleep. 



The tall white sea horse galloped 
away. 
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BROWNIEBEN THE DIVER 

A wave shook BrownieBen^ and 
he opened his eyes. 
Old Whitecap was talking to him. 

" How would you like to dive into 
the sea ? '' 

'^ That would be fine/^ he answered, 
" but how can I ? 
I am not a Sea-brownie.'' 

'' Put on this diver's dress/' said 

Whitecap. 

'' I will let you down into the sea, 

and I will wait for you here. 

You will be safe. 
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Look ! This is your life line. 
And this is your air pipe. 
Do not forget these things : 
One pull means, ' all right.' 
Two pullsj ' more air.' 
Four pulls, 'bring me up.' 

Here are your boots. 

You must walk backward oa the floor 

of the sea. 
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And you must come to the top very 

slowly. 

Good-by for a little while/' 

Then old Whitecap let Brownie- 
Ben down into the deep water. 

Now the sea was very dark near 
the top. 

But the deeper he went the lighter 
. it grew. 
He peeped out through the great 
glass eyes. 

Beautiful sea-animals floated by 
him. 

One was as bright as a rainbow. 
Threads of red and purple and green 
floated behind it. 

Then he saw a large fish swim- 
ming below him. 
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The fish opened a long, slender, 
sharp mouth. 

^^ I hope he won't bite me/' 
thought BrownieBen. 

Many fishes darted at the big, 
glass eyes, but they darted away 
again. 

" I do not breathe very well,'' 
thought BrownieBen. 
^^ I must have more air." 

He gave four strong pulls. 
At once he began to rise in the sea. 

^^ Stop ! stop ! " he called out. 

^' I did not mean to do that. 

Oh ! What a funny boy I am ! 

How can Whitecap hear me at the 

top of the sea ? " 
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So he gave one pull for '' All right." 
Then two pulls on his air pipe for 
niore air. 

Old Whitecap seemed to know how to 
help him, and again he sank. 

And at last he reached the 
floor of the sea. 



THE FLOOK OF THE SEA. 

In this place the floor of the 
sea was made of a very fine, hard 
sand. 

Tall trees and bushes were growing 
on it. 

They waved their great arms over 

his head. 

Some were green and some were blue. 
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Others were bright red or brown. 
They looked hke beautiful feathers. 

He came across a great ship. 
It was nearly hidden in the sand. 

BrownieBen did not forget to 
walk backward. 
He met a great many odd fish. 
" Bennie's father meets odd fish on 
land sometimes," thought BrownieBen. 
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" I have heard him say so." 

BrownieBen saw one fish 
that looked like a box. 
One had the head of a dog. 
Another had the whiskers 
of a cat. 

One fish always looked up. 
Another always looked 
down. 

One was creeping about 
on its fins. 

This one had a red breast 
like a robin's. 

Then he saw a great 
starlike animal. 
And another animal with 
a beautiful brown shell. 
This animal pulled in his 
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head and his legs when 
he saw BrownieBen. 

" I didn't mean to pull 
his legs," said Brownie- 
Ben. 

He doesn't seem to like 
people. 

Bennie's father knows a 
man like that." 

BrownieBen now came to a place 
where the sea floor was very soft. 
He could hardly walk. 

" I am so glad I have on these big 
boots," he thought. 

He met a very large sea crab. 
It was as large as a table. 
BrownieBen had met the shore crabs. 
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^^ How do you do, old friend ? ^^ 
he said. 

The sea crab went up to him sideways. 
^^ Here, get away ! Don't you pinch 
me ! " cried BrownieBen. 



Then he picked up a beautiful 
shell. 

The inside had a coat of mother-of- 
pearl. 

" There must be a beautiful story 
inside of such a beautiful shell." 
And he took it with him. 



It was hard to walk backward all 
the time, and now BrownieBen fell 
over something or somebody. 



^^ Oh ! Excuse me/' he said, as he 

picked himself up. 
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Then he saw a wonderful animal. 
It looked like a great painted fish, 
but it had armor over its back. 

The great fish lay on the white 
sand floor of the sea. 
His strong tail swept the sand back- 
ward and forward. 
His fins fanned the water into a 



whirlpool. 
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His shining eyes were on BrownieBen, 

And then BrownieBen knew him. 
He was the King of Fishes ! 



BrownieBen was a pretty brave 
boy, but he gave four strong pulls 
on the Ufe-line. 

He rose very slowly in the sea. 

BrownieBen looked at his beauti- 
ful shell. 

'^ It will take a long time to 
reach the top of the sea/' he said 
to himself. 

^^ I can pass the time by listening 
to my story.'^ 
And he put it to his ear. 

This is the story the shell told 

to BrownieBen. 
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THE STORY OF JACK THE DIVER 

Jack the diver was a poor man. 
He had no riches but a good heart. 
He was kind to all the animals of 
the sea. 

One day he was diving in the sea. 
A face suddenly looked into his glass 
window. 
It was the face of a beautiful lady. 

Her long hair floated on the waves. 
It was full of seaweed. 
Her voice was sweet and soft. 
It was like a gentle breeze. 

" Jack/^ she said, ^^ I have heard of 
your good heart. 

I am a Sea-fairy. 
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You may meet me again in the sea, but 
I shall look like one of the sea ani- 
mals, — 

sometimes like one, and sometimes like 
another. 

Never forget this. 
Always be kind to the sea animals, 
and I will protect you/^ 

Jack thanked the beautiful fairy, 
and she dived into the deep sea. 

Jack soon became very rich. 
Every day he dived into the sea, 
and every day he found precious 
pearls. 

But the face of the beautiful lady 
never came to his window again. 

One day he found nothing at all. 

He came to the top of the sea. 
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The tide had just left the shore, 
and a little starfish lay on the 
sand. 

Jack felt weary and angry. 
He put his foot on the little 
starfish, and went home. 
He forgot all about it. 

The next day he dived again 
into the sea, and again he found 
nothing. 

A great storm arose. 
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Suddenly he saw at his window, 
not the face of the beautiful lady, 
but the angry eyes of a great fish. 
Its loud voice was like the roaring 
of the wind. 

'^ Jack, did you forget your kind- 
ness? 

You took the life of a little animal. 
You forgot that I was in it. 
I will protect you no longer.^' 

Nine days after that, Jack the diver 
was lost at sea. 



THE SEA INDIANS 

BrownieBen had now reached the 

top of the sea. 

He found Whitecap waiting for him. 
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'' Well, how did you like it ? '' 
asked Whitecap. 

^^ Oh, very inuch/^ answered Brownie- 
Ben, '^ but I am glad to get back. 
Where are all the rest ? ^^ 

" They have gone on ahead. 
They have work to do before morning.^' 

Two small black horses stood 
waiting, and Whitecap and Brownie- 
Ben were soon galloping over the sea. 

^^ Whitecap," said BrownieBen, 
^' I should like to ask you something.^^ 

'' Ask it." 

" Are you a grown up Sea-boy ? " 
'' Yes." 

^^ Well, your head looks like a 

chestnut bur. 

Why does your hair stand up ? ^' 
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^' Oh, that belongs to my family. 
My forefathers were Indians. 
They put tall feathers in their hair.'^ 

^^ What ! ^' cried BrownieBen. 
And he nearly tumbled off his horse. 

« 

^^ Oh yes/^ said Whitecap. 
" The Sea-brownies are all Sea-Indians. 
There is an old story about it in 
our family. 

My Indian forefathers lived on the 
shore of the sea, but the white men 
pushed them off their land. 
Then the Indians found a new home 
in the sea." 

" Well, well/' said BrownieBen, 

^^ and the Lighthouse keeper knew 

nothing about this. 
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He thought the Indians had been 
pushed out west. 

But your Indian forefathers 
were great hunters. 
Do you hunt the animals of the sea ? ^^ 

^^ We hunt one animal only/' 
answered Whitecap. 
" That is the King of Fishes. 
All the other animals are our 
friends.^' 

^^ Oh ! I met the King of Fishes. 
He has cruel, shining eyes. 
I met him on the floor of the sea.'' 

" The Sea-Indians are still great 
hunters/' said Whitecap. 

" What do they hunt now ? " 

" They hunt gold ! " 
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THE HUNT FOR GOLD 

^^ Where do you hunt for gold?^^ 
asked BrownieBen. 

" All over the world," answered 
Whitecap. 

^^ Sometimes gold gets lost. 
The Sea-brownies find it. 
Some things are as good as gold. 
The Sea-brownies can melt these 
into gold.'^ 

" But you cannot always find good 
things/' said BrownieBen. 

^^ Then we hunt for the good that 

is in every thing." 
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^' But some things are all bad." 

"What?" asked Whitecap. 
BrownieBen laughed. 
" Well, some boys.^' 

"Not one/^ said Whitecap. 

" Some folks think so," said 
BrownieBen. 
" Did you find any gold to-day ? " 

" Oh yes," 
Whitecap took a bit of gray rock 
out of his pocket. 

" Nothing shines in that ! " 

" No," said Whitecap. 

" Yet that bit of rock is full of 

gold. 

Only the gold does not show. 

196 



I found that at the mouth of a 
river. 

A little stream had carried it to 
the river, and the river carried it 
to the sea. 

Everything reaches the sea at some 
time. 
Now, here is another thing." 



BrownieBen laughed. 
" Why ! that is only a 
bad apple." 

" Yes," said Whitecap. 

" It is bad through and through.' 

"Yes," said Whitecap. 

" There is not one good bite in 
it," said BrownieBen. 

" I know it," said Whitecap. 
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" And the heart of that ap- 
ple is bad. 
See ! Its heart is black." 

'' I know it/' said White- 



" Then why in the world 
did you save it ? 
What is the good of it ? " 
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Whitecap picked a little 
brown seed out of the black 
heart. 
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" Oh, is there gold in that ? '' 

*' Yes, the seed is sound. 
The brownies could make a tree of 
gold grow out of that seed. 
But they would have to work hard ! ^' 



PAINTING THE SEA 

*^ Where are we going, Whitecap ? '^ 

^^ To the Purple Line," he answered. 
" You wished to see the home of the 
Sea-boys. 
I am taking you there." 

^^Oh," said BrownieBen, 

^* that makes me very happy." 
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The little horses were now going 
very slowly over the sea. 
It was nearly morning, but the 
world was still in darkness. 

Far away a little gray cloud 
rested on the sea. 
Its tip grew rosy. 

Then BrownieBen saw a wonderful 
sight. 

Hundreds and hundreds of Sea- 
brownies were kneeling on the waves. 
They were rocking up and down with 

the water. 

And they were singing at the tops 

« 

of their voices. 

They were singing at their work. 

They were painting the sea. 

BrownieBen watched them. 
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tip of gold on a big, black wave. 
Another was painting the back of a fish. 

" There will be a fine sunrise/' 
said Whitecap. 

"What beautiful work !" said 
BrownieBen. 
"I should like to do that myself" 

" Our forefathers, the Indians, 
painted their bodies," said Whitecap. 

"We paint other things. 
Our work is to make all dark things 
clean and bright and beautiful." 
201 



THE PURPLE LINE 

The horses were now running 
very fast. 

They soon left the sea-painters far 
behind them. 

The sound of their singing was like 
the far away cry of the sea birds. 

But at last White- 
cap cried ^^ Whoa ! 
Here we are ! 

I must send the sea horses back to 
the shore.'' 

BrownieBen looked at the sea. 
Some little waves were running land- 
ward. 

'' Where is the Purple Line ? " 

he asked. 
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" Here," answered Whitecap. 

BrownieBen looked about him. 
There was no purple anywhere. 
All around him was still, gray 
water. 

A cold fog hid the sky. 
The sea looked sad and lonely. 

BrownieBen was a boy. 
And he was a brownie. 
And true brownies are always brave. 

You couldn't catch BrownieBen 
crying, but perhaps he felt like it. 
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^^I thought there was purple land/' 
he said, ^^ and there is only still, 
gray water. 

I wish I could go back to the 
shore/' 

^' Wait, brother/' said Whitecap. 
" Look through the gray water." 

BrownieBen looked down. 
Far below, among the shadows, he saw 
a golden glow. 

'^ What can that be ? " he asked. 
^' It looks like gold. 
There ! I saw a flash." 

^^ Ha ha ! " laughed Whitecap. 

^^ You saw a sunbeam. 

This is where the sun sleeps. 

This still, gray place is called 

The Sea of Forgetfulness." 
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THE SEA OF FORGETFULNESS 

^^ Now, brother/^ said White 
cap, ^' we will go under the 



sea. 
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" Shall I put on the diver's 
dress again ? ^^ asked Brownie 
Ben. 

'^No, the sea is very deep 
here. 
We will take the subway. 
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Just step into this diving bell, 
please/^ 

There was a roar in BrownieBen's 
ears. 

There was a flash before his eyes. 
In the twinkling of an eye, the bell 
reached the end of the subway. 

BrownieBen and Whitecap stepped 
out on the white sand floor. 

The sea water was lit by a soft 
light. 

The light of the sleeping sun was 
tender, like moonHght, 

Hundreds of Sea-brownies were 
passing backward and forward. 
The place looked like a beehive. 

BrownieBen heard the tinkle of 

little hammers. 
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He saw the glow ^of many little 
fires. 

^^ What are they all doing ? ^ 

" Let us ask/^ said Whitecap. 
^^My friend, what are you melting 
over your fire ? ^^ 

The Sea-brownie looked up and ^ 
laughed. 

^^ Some good gold. 
A man was throwing his money to the 
winds. 

The winds blew it over the sea.^' 
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Then Whitecap walked toward an 
old brownie. 

*^ You look sad, friend. 
What is the matter?'' 

The old brownie shook bis head. 
^^A man has lost his good name, 
and it was better than gold.'' 

" Brother, what have you ? " 

'^ I saw somebody break the Golden 
Rule. 

I picked up the bits. 
Here they are." 

^^And you, my brother ?" 

'^ Why ! I picked up a bright little 

story. 

It was very funny, but nobody laughed ! 

Its point was lost, but I found it. 

See ! " 
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They peeped into the little pot 
over the fire. 

Something very bright was dancing 
about. 

It made them laugh just to look at 
it. 

"What did you find, brother?" 

'' A mother bird was building her 
nest by a brook. 

She sang a song of love, but it fell 
on a hard heart. 

The brook sang the song to the 
river. 

And the river carried the golden 
thought to the sea." 



" And what have you, my boy ? 
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" A golden day. A child lost it at 

school." 
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'' How did it happen ? '' 

" The gold was lost in a day-dream. 
While the boy laughed, the broken day 
dropped bit by bit to the floor/^ 

^' Can the child never get it again ? " 
asked BrownieBen. 

^^ No, not that one/^ answered the 
Sea-brownie. 
" He has lost it forever.^' 

'*Here is a bright fire. 
What are you melting ?^^ 

^' A golden promise given to a poor 
fireman. 

He nearly lost his life the other day. 
Yet the world forgot it ! ^' 

^^ How can people forget so soon ? ^^ 

said BrownieBen. 
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WHAT BROWNIEBEN FORGOT 

Just then some brownies ran by 
them. 

Each carried a little pot full of 
beautiful bright paint. 

" Stop ! " cried Whitecap. 
'^ Where did you get that paint ? ^^ 

^^ From sunbeams," they answered. 
" They were straying about in all 
kinds of places. 

Some were in the houses of the 

rich. 

And some were in the houses of the 

poor. 
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But they forgot to light up the 
faces of the people." 

" Too bad ! " said BrownieBen. 
"What are you going to do with the 
paint?" 

"We are going to make a rainbow," 
they answered. 
"It will make many people happy." 

Another little fellow now came 
running by them. 
He held in each hand a little pot 

of gold. 
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" Don^t stop me ! '^ he cried out. 
" I must hang a pot of gold on each 
end of that rainbow. 
One end is to rest on the sea, and 
the other on the land/' 

And he ran after the others as 
fast as he could. 

Then all at once, BrownieBen be- 
gan to tremble. 
He had thought of something. 

The Sea-brownies all stopped and 
looked at him. 
Their eyes twinkled. 

^^ Whitecap ! '^ whispered Brownie- 
Ben. '' Where is Fairy Bell ? 

213 



I promised to come back. 
I forgot all about her/^ 

Then all the Sea-brownies laughed 
out loud. 

There were whoops and ringing laughs 
all through the sea. 

"Ha! ha! ha! He! he! he! 
Ho! ho! ho! 

Whoop ! Gallop to the shore ! 
Did he forget his little friend ? 
And FairyBell has a heart of gold ! ^^ 

But Whitecap put his arm around 
BrownieBen. 

" FairyBell is safe, brother. 
Shut your eyes and take the subway, 
and you will soon be with her.^' 

And with a whoop, Whitecap was 

gone. 
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THE AIR SHIP 

BrownieBen opened his eyes, and 
found himself at the top of the sea. 
He was holding fast to the Great Sea 
Bell. 

The waves broke over him. 
How should he ever reach the shore ? 

Far up in the sky he saw a white 
bird. It grew larger and larger. 
He heard the hum of its great wings 
over his head. 
He trembled. 

Suddenly, it dropped down to the sea, 
as lightly as a feather. 

It was an air ship. 
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BrownieBen climbed up by the driver. 
And away they went up into the sky ! 

" How^ far up are we now ? '^ asked 
BrownieBen. 
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More than eight hundred feet," 



answered the driver. 

" It is pretty cool up here among 
the clouds, isn^t it ? " said Brownie- 
Ben. 

They circled in and out among the 
sea birds. 

Then the air ship darted downward, 
and BrownieBen was left alone on the 
shore. 

Where was Fairy Bell ? 

He ran up and down the shore, calling 

loudly for FairyBell. • 

He ran across the salt meadows. 
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He shook the sleeping fairies 
out of the wild lilies. 
Nobody had seen her. 



At last a little bird told him 
about her. 4 

BrownieBen was walking sadly in a 
field. 

He heard a whistle in the long grass. 
It was his old friend, the meadow 
lark. 

" FairyBell is at New Place/' he 

whistlfed. 

^^She is looking for you." 
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BrownieBen's little legs flew 
over the ground, and he soon reached 
New Place. 

How glad he was to see FairyBell 
again ! 
They told, each other their stories. 



THE STORY OF FAIRYBELL 

When I lost you, BrownieBen, 
I felt very lonely. 
The shore was in darkness. 
There was no moon. 
Yet the sea was full of shining waves. 

It was wonderful! 

Little lights were flashing through 

the water. 
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 "I saw those," said BrownieBen. 
"The little animals carry lamps to 
light the sea." 

"Then I heard sweet voices/' said 
Fairybell. 

Hundreds of boat shells were danc- 
ing on the water. 
Each had a star at its bow. 

One beautiful boat of mother-of- 
pearl came toward the shore. 
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It was full of shining fairies. 

One fairy was taller than the 
others, and very beautiful. 
Her dress was made of moonlight. 
A star rested on her head. 

She was the Queen of the Sea- 
fairies. 

I flew to the ship, and kneeled 
at her feet. 

m 

^^ Rise, little one/' she said. 
" Help the Sea-fairies to light the 
sea. 
We must brighten all the dark places." 

The fairies all held lamps. 
One was like a boat, and another 
like a shell. 

A golden lamp rocked over the 

head of the Queen. 

The fairies told time by it. 
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They gave me an odd little lamp. 
Its little stand was full of sand. 

'^Take care of that little lamp/' 
said a fairy, ^^ it is very old. 
There is none other like it in the world. 
It is a ^ Betty lamp/ and the Queen 
likes it.'' 

^'Now/' said the Queen, ^^we will 
visit the sea garden.^' 



THE SEA KINDERGARTEN 

The garden was below the sea. 
Bright red, and green, and purple, 
and brown feathers were floating 
from the rocks. 

Little starlike animals were 

creeping about in the garden. 
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Others looked like flowers. 

One looked like a red rose. 
It opened and shut. 
Another waved on its long stem, and 
rang a lily bell. 

Some happy baby fishes were play- 
ing with the Sea-fairies. 
The Sea-fairies were giving them a 
play lesson. 

The little fishes were sea birds. 
Their fins w^ere their little wings. 
They flew in and out of the garden. 

We watched the Sea-fairies feed 
all the hungry little babies. 
They protect them from the big, 
strong fi&h. 

Then the Sea-fairies sang a little 

song: 
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Un - der the sea it lives and grows, 




^^ 



fe! 




Utt - der tlie tide that ebbs and flows. 




Who would think snch a gar - den fair 






f 



^ 
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Grew for the fish - es a - way down there? 

'^ What a happy, happy place ! 
What is this beautiful garden ?" 
I asked. 

" It is a sea kindergarten/' 
a fairy told me. 



" I have heard of those/' said 



BrownieBen. 
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THE LITTLE DARK FAIRY 

Very near the sea kindergarten 
was a black place in the sea. 



" Why is there no light here ? ^^ 
I asked. 



'^ Ah ! ^' said the Queen sadly, 
^^some of my dear little fairies will 
not shine. 
They look dark all the time." 



^' Perhaps they have no light/' 
I said. 



^^Oh yes/' said the Queen. 
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^^ Tliey should pick up the sunbeams 
by day and the moonbeams by night/^ 



" But perhaps they forgot, 
I said. 
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^^ Light is hidden in every dark 
thing/' said the Queen. ^^ See ! '' 
She broke a black shell in two. 

m 

There was a flash. 



Just then we saw a twinkle in 
the dark sea. 

^^ Oh, row swiftly/' cried the 
Queen, ^^ row swiftly ! 
One of my dear little dark fairies 
is trying to shine ! '' 



We rowed swiftly. 
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A little dark fairy sat un- 
der a rock. 
She was all alone. 
Her head waa bent to her 
knees. 

In her hand was a weak 
little light. 

" Come, little one. 
Come, dear little one," said 
the Queen. 

Then the weak little 

light grew strong. 

And the Queen took the 

little dark fairy into her 

loving arms. 
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A SLUMBER-SONG FOR THE FISHERMAN'S 

CHILD 

Furl your sail, my little boatie, 
Here's a harbor, still and deep, 
Where the dreaming tides, in-streaming. 

Up the channel creep. 
See, the sunset breeze is dying, 
Hark, the plover, landward flying. 
Softly down the twilight crying. 
Come to anchor, little boatie. 

In the port of Sleep. 



Far away, my little boatie. 
Roaring waves are white with foam. 
Ships are striving, onward driving. 

Day and night they roam. 
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Father's at the deep-sea trawling, 
In the darkness, rowing, hauling. 
While the hungry winds are calling, — 
God protect him, little boatie, 
Bring him safely home. 

Not for you, my little boatie, 
Is the wide and weary sea. 
You^re too slender^ and too tender, 

You must rest with me. 
AH day long you have been straying 
Up and dow^n the shore, and playing. 
Come to port, make no delaying ! 
Day is over, little boatie, 

Night falls suddenly. 

Furl your sail, my little boatie. 

Fold your wings, my tired dove. 

Dews are sprinkling, stars are twinkling 

Drowsily above. 
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Cease from sailing, cease from rowing, 
Rock upon the dream-tide, knowing 
Safely o'er your rest are glowing, 
All the night, my little boatie, 
Harbor-lights of love. 

—HENR Y VAN D YKE. 

— From The Toiling of Felix and other Poems; copjrright, 1900, 
by Charles Scribner's Sons. 



THE FINE LITTLE LAUNCH 

BrownieBen turned around to 
wave a farewell to Fairy Bell. 
He^was sitting in a launch. 
He was on his way to the Painted Hills. 

To-morrow he would come back to 
New Place, and then they would go 



home together. 
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They were both tired of being earth 
children. 

^' But I must see one real Indian," 
thought BrownieBen, '' or Bennie 
will never forgive me." 

^' How long will it take to reach 
the Painted Hills ? " asked BrownieBen, 

^^ Not long*" answered the man, 
^^ this is a fine little launch." 

*^ Chufa — chufa — chufa — chufa — " 
said the fine little launch. 
And away she went over the sea. 

' Just then something flew out of 

a hole. 

It hit BrownieBen in the eye. 

'' That is all right," said the 

man. 
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'^ 1^11 stop the hole up with this 
little stick/' 

But the little stick flew out, 
and hit BrownieBen on the nose. 

'' That is all right/' said the 
man. 
'' I'll hold my hand over the hole." 

And on they went. " 

^' R-r-r-rrrr /' said the fine little 

launch. 

Then she stood still. 
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" That is all right/' said the 
man. 

" This is a fine little launch. 
She just wants a little oil. 
We'll wait for somebo^ly.'' 

So he and BrownieBen waited a 
very long time. 
At last somebody came. 

^^ Hello there ! Can you let me 
have some oil ? '' 

"*Yes/' answered the other. 

They got the oil and started again. 

^^Tuck — tuck — tuck-tuck — tuck-tuck/' 
said the fine little launch, as she 
flew over the waves. 

" We shall soon be there/' said 

the man. 

^^ See how she goes ! " 
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" Whizz ! — Rr-rip ! " 
said the fine Uttle launch. 
And up she went into the air, 

Down went BrownieBen into the 
sea. 

And where the man went, I could 
not tell jou. 
I think he went home. 

Just then a canoe came along. 
In it was a tall Indian. 
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" Will you take me in ? '' 
cried BrownieBen. 

'' Ugh ! '' said the Indian. 

^' What does ^ Ugh ^ mean ? 
Yes or no ? ^^ asked BrownieBen. 

" Ugh ! '' said the Indian. 

So BrownieBen climbed into the 
canoe, and he soon reached the 
Painted Hills. 



THE PAINTED HILLS 

'' Well, did you have a good 
time ? '' 

^^ Yes, pretty good/' answered 

BrownieBen. 
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The two little friends were 



iiHk^ 




now on their way homeward. j^ 

" How did you like the 
Painted Hills ? " 

" Oh, they are wonderful/^ 

said BrownieBen. 
'' I wish you could see them. 

They are all the colors of the rain- 
bow. 

Red and purple and brown and yellow 
and gray and blue. 

The Painted Hills run down to 

the very sea. 

They are made of clay, and the Indians 
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make beautiful things out of 
the clay." 

" Oh, tell me about the Indians. 
Were they real Indians?" 

" Ugh ! " said BrownieBen. 
He did not seem to wish to talk any more. 

" Did they have feathers in their 
hair ? " 

" Ugh ! " said Brownie- 
Ben. 

" Did they have paint 
on their faces ? " 

"Ugh!" 

" Were the Indians no- 
ble lookiag? " 

"Ugh!". 
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" What does ' Ugh ! ' mean, Brownie- 
Ben ? Yes or no ? " 
"Ugh I" he answered. 
"Were they dressed in deer-skin, 
and did they dance around the fire ? " 
"Ugh!" 

"Were they poor Indi- 
ans, BrownieBen?" asked 
FairyBell. ' 
"Did it make you sad to 
see them ? " 

" Ugh ! " said Brownie- 
Ben, very loudly. 

And that was all he 
would ever sav about the 
Indians of the Painted 
Hills. 
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HOME AGAIN 

Two happy children went to 
Dreamland that night on the back 
of the '' Fly-Awaj Horse/' 
They were Bennie and Little Bell. 



Bennie's eyes looked like stars 
the next morning. 
He had been to so many beautiful 
places w^ith BrownieBen. 



And Little BelFs ears looked 

like two pearly sea shells. 

For they had been listening to 

FairyBell's wonderful songs. 
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And Father Ben and Mother Bell 
said to each other : 
^^ What dear children we have ! 

Bennie is growing into a brave 
and noble boy. 
He is a great help to us. • . 

And what should we do without 
Little Bell ? 
She is like a sunbeam ! ^' 

Little ones, 
Father Ben and Mother Bell did not 
know something that you and I know ! 

That very night BrownieBen had 
turned Bennie into a real brownie. 

And Fairy Bell had turned Little 

Bell into a real Home fairy. 

But don^t you ever tell anybody ! 
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THE GOOD OLD STORY OF AMELIA AND 

THE FAIRIES 

(Heard by Little BeU) 

Father and mother were giving 
a party that night, and nobody saw 
little Amelia creep out of the door. 
She carried her shoes in her hand. 



Amelia had heard of the fairies, 
how they dance over the meadows when 
the moon is round ! 
She wished to see them, and she ran 
into the cornfield. 

How big and still the four great 

corn-stacks looked ! 

No wonder that she trembled. 
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Suddenly she saw a little fairy 
standing beside her. 
A tall, pointed hat was on his head. 
His coat was green, and he had very, 
very long tips on his red shoes. 

He pulled out a stem from the first 
corn-stack and blew ; 

"Ho there ! May we dance here to-night? '■ 
Then an odd little face peeped out. 
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^^ Ah, no ! There is no room. 
This corn-stack is full of Amelia's 
soiled dresses/' 

The Green Fairy looked at Amelia. 
He pushed her toward the next corn- 
stack, and again he blew. 
^^ Ho there ! May we dance here to-night ? '' 

" Ah, no ! '' answered a funny little, 
face, ^^ Amelia threw away good food. 
This corn-stack is full of it.'' 

He blew before the next corn-stack. 
" Ho there ! May we dance here to-night?" 

'' Ah, no ! This corn-stack is full of 
Amelia's broken toys." 

The Green Fairy looked very angry. 
He blew and blew before the last corn- 
stack. 
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He was purple in the face, but nobody 
came. 

At last he heard a weak little cry : 
^' We cannot get out of the cobweb. 

It is made of broken threads. 

* 

Amelia broke the thread of her fa- 
ther's thought." 

Then the Green Fairy took hold of 
Amelia. 
'^ Away to your work ! '' he said. 

'^ No ! '^ said Ameha. 
^^ This meadow belongs to my father.. 
You have no right here.'^ 



" Ho ! ho ! " said the Green Fairy. 

and he blew on his little stem. 

Then he danced with his pointed, red 

shoes toward Amelia, singing : 
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'• All under the sun belongs to men, 
All under the moon to the fairies. 
So ! 80 I so ! Ho ! ho ! ho ! 
All under the moon to the fairies." 

Then tall hats and funny little 
faces came out of all the corn-stacks. 
The fairies danced on Amelia's toes. 
She had to dance herself to get away 
from their pointed red shoes. 

At last they pushed her against 
a corn-Btack and she tumbled into it. 

The corn-stack was beau- 
tiful inside. 

Shining daisies were over- 
head, and the air was sweet 
with clover. 
But on the floor were 
Amelia's soiled dresses. 



'^ You must wash them all/' said the 
Green Fairy. 

^' You must find out how much work 
you make for other people/^ 

'' I don't know how to wash ! ^^ cried 
poor Amelia. 

But there was no help for it. 
She had to wash, and at last all the 
dresses were clean. 
She was very tired and hungry. 

The Green Fairy now took her into 

the next corn-stack, but he would not 

let her eat. 
'*No/' he said, 

**many poor little children are very 

hungry. 

You must first know how they feel. 

Why did you throw away all that good 

food ? '' 
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'• I will never do it again/^ said 
Amelia. 

And then he gave her a little cold 
* pudding. 

Amelia was thoughtless, but she 
had a very good heart. 
And now she began to think about her 
father and mother. 
How loving they had always been ! 

She cried very hard, and a kind 
old fairy came to her, and whispered : 

^^ Be good to the fairy folk, and 
make them love you. 
By and by they will take you above 
ground to dance. 
Then look for a four-leaf clover, 
and wish to be home.^' 

Amelia's heart was sad, but she 

tried hard to be sweet and loving. 
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She went herself into the next 
corn-stack to mend her toys. 
She found a bent old Corn-fairy inside. 

" Please, Sir, I am Ameha." 

" Are you not ashamed to be Amelia ? ' 
lie asked. 

"Yes," said Amelia, 
"I am very much ashamed, and I will 
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try to mend all my toys for the poor 
children/' 

^^ Well/^ said the bent old Corn-fairy, 
^^ nobody can say more than that. 
Hand me your doll with a broken 
head, and I will show you how to 
mend it/^ 

So Amelia worked with the bent old 
Corn-fairy, and her toys became more 
beautiful than before. 

^^0 thank you/^ said Amelia. 
She held out her little white dress, 
and danced for the bent old Corn-fairy. 
He was very much pleased, and played 
on his fiddle for her. 

^^ Now,^^ said he, ^' we will go into 

the last corn-stack to pick up the 

broken threads.^' 
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It was very hard work, but Amelia 
was very willing. 

Suddenly she heard the sound of the 
fiddle behind her. 

All the threads danced together, and 
Amelia^s work was all done. 

Then the bent old Corn-fairy said : 
" The moon is full to-morrow, and for 
three nights we will dance above 
ground.^^ 

The first night she saw her fa- 
ther at the window. 

r 

The fairies had given Amelia '^ wish- 
seed ^^ to eat, and he could not see 
her. 

The last night the fairies made 

a ring around Amelia and the bent old 

Corn-fairy. 
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The bent old Corn-fairy played his fiddle, 
and Amelia danced. 



Then all the fairies danced around 
and around, faster and faster. 
The long points of their shoes met 
at the middle of the ring. 
Suddenly the ring broke, and Amelia 
fell down on a four-leaf clover. 



" Mother ! '^ cried Amelia. 



And there she was in her little 

bed at home. 

Her dear mother was bending over her, 

" Mother, I have been wuth the 
fairies ! '^ said Amelia. 



Her mother found it was true, for 

the old Amelia had gone away. 
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la her place was a sweet, loving 
little girl who was very thoughtful 
of others. 

So every body called her ^^Amy/^ 



^^Amy'' means ^^The Beloved/' 



THE GOOD OLD STOEY OP HOW TOMMY 

BECAME A BROWNIE 

{Heard by Bennie) 

^' Bairns ar.e a burden/^ said Tom- 
my's father. 

^' Bairns are a blessing/^ said dear 
old Grandmother. 



^^ Are they ? " asked Father sadly, for 

he had two idle little boys. 
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" Look at Tommy. I have to pull him 
out of bed every morning, and he is 
never willing to work/^ 

" There is little Johnnie/' answered 
dear old Grandmother. 
*^ He has a face like a rosy apple.^^ 

^^ Yes, and he is not nearly so good. 
He does just as his brother tells him. 
My bairns are a burden/' 

Just then two fine little boys 
opened the door. Their arms were full 
of leaves and sticks. 

They threw them all down on the floor. 

" Here, pick that up/' said Father. 
^^ This floor has been swept once to-day.'' 

^^ Move it, Johnnie/' said Tommy. 
So Apple Johnnie pushed some of it out- 
side. 

254 



^' I'll pick it up/^ said dear old 
Grandmother. 

^^ Oh I I'm so hungry ! What is there 
to eat ? " said Tommy. 

*' Nothing, Sir. Go to bed/' said 
Father, and he walked out of the room. 

" Grandmother, what makes Father so 
angry ? '^ asked Tommy. 

^^ Poor Father is tired, Dear, and 
you don't help him.'' 

^^ Why, what could I do. Grandmother ? '' 
^' Many little things if you tried. 

You could cut turf for the fire, Dear. 

Father did it to-day." 

'^ Tell us a story. Grandmother/' 

said Apple Johnnie. 

'^ Tell us about the House-brownies." 
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Dear old Grandmother could tell 
wonderful stories about fairies and 
brownies. 

^^ Hush, Dear, they don^t like to be 
talked about, and they never like to 
be seen at their work. 

One lived in this house a long 
time ago.'^ 



" What was he like, Grandmother ? '' 
'' Like a little bit of a man, folks 
say.'' 



'' What did he do ? '' 



^^Hush ! Don't talk so loudly ! 

He did all kinds of housework. 

He came in before the family were up. 

Sometimes they heard him laugh about 

the house.'' 
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" Why did he work for us, Grand- 
mother? Did we give him money?" 

" No, he did it for love, Johnnie. 
We left some bread and milk on the 
table for him, and a cup of clear wa- 
ter." 

» 

'' Grandmother, why did he go 
away ? " whispered Tommy. 

" The brownies like to live with 
good children, folks say," laughed 
dear old Grandmother. 

^^ Somebody tried to peep at him, and 
he was angry. He said: 

'Hempen, hampen. 

Here will I never more 

Step nor stampen !^ 

and he danced out of the door." 
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'* Grandmother, what a pity ! 
Where can we find another brownie ? '' 

'' The Old Owl knows, Dear, I don't/' 

^^ Who is the Old Owl, Grandmother ? '' 

'' She looks like a bird, but she is 
an old lady, folks say. 

She lives in the old barn. 
People talked with her in my young 
days. Good night. Dears.'' 

'' Good night, Grandihother." 

And they went to bed. 

» 
Apple Johnnie was soon fast asleep, 

but not Tommy. He was thinking of 

poor, tired Father. 

^^If I could only find a brownie. to 

work for him ! I shall ask the Old 

Owl to-night.'-' 
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The Old Owl came sailing across the 
meadows, and into the old barn. 

Tommy went after her on tiptoe. 
He saw something dark on a beam over- 
head. It had two round, yellow eyes. 

^' Oohoo ! Oohoo 1 Come up here !^^ 

" Oh dear ! '^ whispered Tommy, for he 
didn't much like it. But he climbed 
up to the beams. 

^^ Oohoo ! Oohoo ! Kiss my soft face ! '^ 

Her yellow eyes looked like balls 
of fire. Tommy was trembling, but 
he was a brave Tommy. 

He tried to kiss her soft face. 

He sank deep, deep, deep into the 
soft feathers. 



'' Oohoo ! What do you want ? 
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want a brownie to work for 
us." 

" Oolioo ! I know of two 
brownies." 

"Hurrah! Where do they 
live?" 

"Oohoo! In your house." 
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^^ In our house ? '^ said Tommy. 
'^ Let me run and drive them out. Why 
don't they work?^^ 

^' They are idle ! They are idle ! 
Oohoo ! Oohoo ! ^^ said the Old Owl, and 
she shook herself. 

Her feathers flew all over the barn, 
and Tommy tumbled off the beam. 

'^ Just tell me how to find them/' 
said Tommy, " and I will show them how 
to work.'' 

^^ Oohoo! Oohoo!" 
It sounded just like laughing. 

The Old Owl rocked backward and 
forward on the beam. Her feathers 
flew again. 

Tommy ran out of the barn. 

At last all was still, and he peeped 

in. He said : 
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"Grandmother told me what to do. 
Our old brownie cut the turf, and 
swept the room, and pulled the 
weeds. 

I would show the new brownie how 
to do all that ! " 

" Very well/' said the Old Owl. 
" Go to the Little Sah Pond. 
Turn yourself around three times, 

in the moonshine, and say: 
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^^ ^ Turn me and turn me, 
And show me the elf. 
Look in the water, 
And see / ^^ 



And the Old Owl sank down into 
her' feathers, and would say nothing 
more. 



Tommy started in the moonshine for 
the Little Salt Pond. He turned 
himself around three times, and 
said: 

" Turn me and turn me, 
And show me the elf. 
Look in the water. 

And see .'' 



Poor Tommy cried a little. 

What do you think he saw? 
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Tommy went back 
to the Old Owl, and he 
put his head against 
her warm, soft 
feathers, he was so 
cold and tired. 

The Old Owl talked 
to him about the 
Brownies or Good 
Little People. 
They are sometimes 
called The Dear 
Children. 

They are full of 
tricks and fun, but 
they are loving and 
helpful. 

They always have 
very merry faces. 
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^^ How fine! ^^ whispered Tommy. 

'' Very fine/' said the Old Owl. 
^^But what shall I say of the 
idle ones ? 

Oohoo ! They eat the bread and milk ! 
They don't do any work ! They let 
their dear old people get tired out ! 
Oohoo! Oohoo !'^ 

And the Old Owl shook herself, and 
looked at Tommy. 

'' Oh don't ! " cried Tommy. '' Your 
eyes will set fire to your feathers. 
I won't be an idle one, I'll be a 
brownie.^' 

^^ Very well/' said the Old Owl, '' but 
brownies never talk about what they do.'^ 

Then Tommy shut his eyes, and he 
sank down, down, down into the soft 



feathers. 
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He opened his eyes at sunrise. 
He was in his little bed, and Apple 
Johnnie was asleep at his side. 

" Get up, Apple Johnnie," he said. 
And he told about his visit to the 
Old Owl. 

Every morning the two brownies 
ran to the well for fresh water. 
They cut the turf for the fire. 
They swept the room, and pulled the 
weeds in the garden. 
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Father was a tailor, and he began 
to sing at his work. 
Grandmother was very happy, for the 
House-brownie had come back. 

One morning the two brownies 
found a httle green coat by the 
bread and milk. 

Tommy put it on, and Apple Johnnie 
danced around him and clapped his 
hands. 

The door opened softly. 
Father came in on tiptoe to catch the 
brownie. Grandmother was behind him. 

^^ Bairns are a blessing/^ said dear 
old Grandmother. ^ 

^^ Yes, bairns are a blessing// said 
Father. 
And he took Tommy and Apple Johnnie 

into his arms. 
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THE FLY-AWAY HOE^E 

Oh, a wonderful horse 
Is the Fly- Away Horse, 

Perhaps you have seen him before ; 
Perhaps, while you slept, 
His shadow has swept 

Through the moonlight that floats 
on the floor. 



For it's only at night, 

When the stars twinkle bright. 

That the Fly- Away Horse with a neigh. 

And a pull at his rein 

And a toss of his mane 

Is up on his heels and away ! 
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The Moon in the sky, 

As he gallopeth by, 
Cries : " Oh ! what a marvellous sight ! " 

And the Stars in dismay 

Hide their faces away 
In the lap of old Grandmother Night. 

And the Fly- A way Horse 

Seeks those far-away lands 
You little folks dream of at night. 

Where candy-trees grow, 

And honey-brooks flow. 
And corn-fields with popcorn are white. 

And the beasts in the wood 

Are ever so good 
To children who visit them there — 

What glory astride 

Of a lion to ride, 
Or to wrestle around with a bear ! 
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OflF! scamper* to bed — 

You shall ride him to-night ! 
For as soon as youVe fallen asleep, 

With a jubilant neigh 

He shall bear you away 
Over forest and hillside and deep ! 

But tell us, my dear, 

All you see and you hear 
In those beautiful lands over there. 

Where the Fly- Away Horse 

Wings his far-away course 
With the wee one consigned to his care. 

Then Grandma will cry 

In amazement : '^ Oh, my ! ^' 
And she'll think it could never be so : 

And only we two 

Shall know it is true — 
You and I, little precious, shall know ! 

—EUGENE FIELD, 

-From Love Songs of Childhood, copyright, 1894, by Eugene 
Field, published by Charles Scribner's Sons. 
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SECOND YEAR PHONIC WORK 

I. Review by means of charts and word practice the Square and Linear 
Tables found in the Teacher's Edition of the "Finger Play Reader." 

II. Add the following phonograms: 



a (ale) 




& (am) 


a (ask) 


a (aU) 


ax 


ash 


ance 


e (eve) 




6 (end) 


Sa 




ex 


esh* 


ence 


i (ice) 




X (it) 






ix 


ish 


ince 


o (old) 




5 (on) 


o (move) 


6 (love) 


ox 


oah 




u (pure] 


1 


ii(up) 


u (pull) 




ux 


ush 




-e 


• 

g 


oe 


ui 


aight 


air 


ci 


eh 


9 


• 

3 


eo 


ue 


eight 


eir 


si 


ph 


§ 


X 


ie 


au 


aught 


are 


ti 


gh 


z 


qu 


ei 


alk 


ought 


ngj 


associated with g 


ing (omitting e) 




ing (doubling the final consonant) 



III. Build words by combining simple and compound phonograms. 

Build words of two or more syllables by means of common prefixes and 
suffixes. 

(a) com con im in um un en an a per pro be de re ex pre 

(b) tion sion tain ly my ry ty dy ment ture less ness ward 
cate ace tive ous est ble ful al 

IV. Develop accented and unaccented syllables. 
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VOCABULARY 

PART II 
(225 Words) 



Note. — The new words in each lesson are underlined. The review words 
may be found in the vocabulary of the ''Finger Play Reader" (see Teacher's 
Edition). 



Abbot 


chief 


against 


child 


ahoy 


clap ped 


Amelia 


clay 


among 


coat 


Amy 


color 


animal 


course 


Arion 




armor 


dawn 


ashamed 


deed 


astride 


deer 


attention 


delay 




delight 


bad 


dinner 


barn 


dolphin 


basket 


dot 


bay 


drive ing 


bead 


dying 


bean 


drowsy ily 


bear 




beast 


each 


beloved 


eagle 


below 


east 


bite ing 


eight 


bless 


elf 


blew 


English 


board 




boot 


farewell 


box 


fasten ed 


bread 


feather 


bridge s 


5^1^ 


build ing 


fight 


bur 


fine 


burden 


first 




flow ing 


candy 


foam 


canoe 


fog 


care 


food 


channel 


foot 


chest 


forest 



forefather 
frog 

gallop ing 

garden 

glass 

glory 

glow ing 

gone 

ground 

hang 

hark 

harpoon 

haul 

heaven 

heel 

held 

hero 

high 

hill 

horn 

horse 

hour 

hunt er 

hurrah 

hut 

idle 
I'll 

Jack 

keep 

kindergarten 
knife 
knew 

lamp 
lapping 
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lark 
life 

lily ies 
lion 
lyre 

mane 

Massasoit 

mend 

middle 

milk 

mill 

mountain 

move d 

nock 

neigh ed 

net 

new 

nine 

nose 

oak 
oar 
owl 

paint ed 
part y 

pay 

perhaps 

pity 

pool 

pray ed 

precious 

prize 

promise ( 

pudding 

pull 

push 



race 

railing 

Ralph 

ray 

reach ed 

real 

rein 

return 

ribbon 

ride 

rip ped 

roam 

roof 

row ing 

rule 

safe ly 

sank 

save ing 

scamper 

seek 

shadow 

shone 

shoot 

shout 

Sicily 

sick 

sight 

sir 

six 

slow ly 

slumber 

soil ed 

spin ning 

spout 

spring 

stack 

stand 

start ed 

step 



stick 


teach er 


trawl ing 


visit 


whoop 


stop ped 


thick 


trick 




window 


strive ing 


those 


tub 


wade d 


winter 


struck 


though 


tumble ing 


wash ed 


wish 


stung 


thread 


turf 


weary 


won't 


subway 


threw 


twenty- 


welcome 


wrong 


such 


thunder 


twilight 


whale 




sweep ing 


tide 




which 






toss ed 


urchin 


whistle ing 




tailor 


toward 




whizz 
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